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— <7 0 vH be FS to raj iſe too great an nei 
tion, eſpecially in works of this Nature, where we are 
to pleaſe an unſatiable Audience, yet tis reaſonable to 
FOR  prepoſſeſs them in favour of an Author ; and therefore 
both the Prologue and Epilogue inform'd you, that Oedipus wer 
the moſt celebrated Piece of all Antiquity. 'T hat Sophocles, not on- 
the greateſt Mit, but one of the greateſt Men in Athens, made is 
for the Stage, at the Publick Coſi; and that it had the Reputation a * 
being his Maſter-piece, not only among ſi the Seven of his which are 
illremaining, but of the greater Numberwhich are periſh'd. A. 
riſtotle has more than once admir dit in his Book of Pottry; Horace 
has mentioned it: Lucullus, Julius Cæſar, and other noble Ro- 
mans, have written on the ſame Subject, the their Poems are wholly 
loſt; but Scneca's is Sill preſerv d. In our own he, Corneille 
has attempted it, and it appears by his Preface, with preat ſucceſs : 
But 4 juditions Reader will eafily obſerve, how mnch the Copy is in- 
ferior to the Original. He tells jon himſelf, that he ows a great bart 
of his ſucceſs to the happy Epiſode of Theleus and Dirce ; which ts 
the ſame thing, as if we ſhould acknowledge, that we are indebted for 
our good Fortune, to the under-plot of Adraſtus, Eurydice, and 
_ Creon, The truth is, he miſerably failed in the Character of his 
- Feta if he defir'd that Oedipus ſhould be pitied, he ſhould have 
made him a better man. Vie forgot that Sophocles had taken care 
to ſhow him in his firſt entrance a juſt, a mercifit, à ſucceſsful, a 
Religious Prince, and in ſhort a Fathey of his Country : inſtean of” 
theſe, he has drawn him ſuſpicious, deſig ning, more anxious of keep- 
ing the Vhebian Crown, than ſolfcirons for the / afety of his People: 
55 Jectord by Thefeus, contemm'd by Dirce, ana ſcarce maintaining. 
a ſecond part in bis own Tragedy. This was an Error in the firſt 
0 oncoction; and therefore never to be mendtd in the ſecond or the 
third: He introduc a agreater Her oe than Oedipus him ell; 20 
ben Theleus was once there, that Companion of Hercules f 
MUSH fo none he Poet; was s obliged to 3 him with Buſineſs, to 
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aulit him an Epp Ne ” his „ and by — him 1 
too cloſe, to loſe his other Ring of Brandford in the Crowd, Seneca 
on the ot her ſide, as if there were no ſuch thing as Nature to be 
minded in a Play, is always running after pompous Expreſſions, 
pointed Sentences, and Philoſophical Notions, more proper for the 
Study than the Stage: The French-man followed a wrong Stent ; 
"OM . Roman was abſolutely at cold Hunting. All we could 
"Jag go out of. Corneille, was, that an Epiſode muſt be, but not his 
way: And Seneca ſupply'd us with no new Hint, but only a Rela 
77 which he makeso his Tireſias raiſing the Ghoſt of Lajus, 
which is here perform'd in view of the Audience; the Rites and 
Ceremonies ſo far his, as he agreed with Antiquity, and the Reli- 
gion of the Greeks ; but he himſelf was beholden to Homer's 
Iireſias zn the Ody les for ſome of them ; and the reſt have been 
Collected from Tx 19 70 Ethiopiques, and Lucan's Erictho. 
Sophocles, indeed, is admirable every where; and therefore we have 
 Follow'd as cloſe as poſſibly we con d: But the Athenian Theatre 
| (whether more perfect than ours, is not now aiſputed) had a Per- 
fection differing from ours. Jou ſee there in every Act 4 ſingle 
Scene, (or two at moſt) which manage the Buſineſs of the Play; and 


after that ſucceeds the Chorus, which commonly takes up more Time 


in ſinging, than there has been employ 'din ſpeaking. The principal 
Perſon appears almoſt conſtantly through the Play ; but the inferior 
Parts ſeldom above once in the whole Tragedy. The Conduct of our 
Stage is much more difficult, where we are oblig d never to loſe any 
conſiderable Character which we have once preſented. Cuſtom like- 
wiſe has obtain d, that we muſt form an Under-Plot of Second Per- 
ſons, which muſs be depending on the Firſt ; and their By. alls muſt 
be like thoſe in a Labyrinth, which all of "om lead into the great Par- 
terre; or like ſo many ſeveral Lodging · Chambers, which have their 
On. lets into the ſame Gallery. Perhaps, after all, : Fg we cou d think. 
e 


ſo, the ancient Method, as tis the eaſieſt, is alſo the moſt natural, 
and the beſt : For Variety, as 'tis manag d, 16 too often ſubject to 


breed Diſtraction; and while we won d Pleaſe. too many ways, for 
want of Art in the Conduct, we pleaſe in none. But we have given 
you more already than was peceſſ ary for a Preface ; and for ought we 
know, may gain no more by our Inſtructions, than that Politick Na- 
tion is like to do, who have taug bt their Enemies to fieht 1 r. : me 
41 14 they ar are in a Catel ger; 2 invade them. © 
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| Dramaris Perſonæ. 


Gediens "he Mr. Betterton, 
ne ME STD. - 
Creon - Mr. Sanford.” 

- Tiretias - Mr. Harres.: 
Hemon Mr. Crosby. 
Alcander Mr. V Mane. 


Diocles Mr. Norrie. 


Pyracmon Mr. Boman. 


Phorb ass Mr. Gith, 


Dymas 
= Aigeon J | 
e — . Lajus | Mr. Williams. 
” WOMEN. 
Jocalta: -- - Mrs. Better ton 


Eurydice ny Mrs. Lee. 
CC Mrs. Evans. 


Prieſts, Citizens, Attendants, Se. 
"SCENE, THEBES EA 


PRO. 


e ee een * 7 * — _ 
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PROLOGUE 


"HEN Athens all the Grecian State did guide, 
And Greece gave Laws to all the W orla 3 * 
Then Sophocles with Socrates aid fit, 
Supreme in Wiſdom one, and one in Wit: 
And Wit from Wiſdom differ d not in thoſe, 
Hut as "twas Sung in Verſe, or ſaid in Profe. 
Then Oedipus on Crowned Theatres, 
Drew all admiring Eyes and liſtning Ears ; 
Lhe pleas'd Spectator ſhouted every Line, 
The Nobleft, Manlieſt, and the beſt Deſign ! 
And every (ritich of each learned Age 
By this juſt Model has reform'd the Stage. . 
Mom, ſhould it fail, (as Heav'n avert our Fear) 
Damn it in Silence, left the World ſhould hear. 
For were it known this Poem did not Pleaſe, 
Tou might ſet up for perfect Salvages: _ 
—— Tour Meig bbours world not look on you as Men : „ 
1 But think the Nation all turn d Picts agen, 
Laith as you manage Matters, tis not ft 
Tou ſhould ſu uſpect your ſelves of too much Wi it. 
| Drive not the Jeſt tos far but ſpare this Piece 
And, for this once, be not more Miſe than Greece. 
See twice! Do not pel-mell to Damning fall: 
Like true born Br itains, who ne re think at all : 
Pray be advis'd ; and though at Mons you won, 
On pointed Cannon do wot always run. 
With ſome 7eſpe Z to ancient Wit proceed; 
Toa take the four firſt Countils for your C reed. 
Hut when you lay Tradition wholly 5 57,ʒ 
And on the private Spirit alone rely, 
Tou turn Fanaticks in your Poetry. 
If notwithſtanding all that we can ſay, 
Jou needs will have your pen'warths of the pla: 
And come reſolv d to Damn becauſe you pay. 
Record it, in memorial of the Fact, 


1 he firſt Play 2 d jo ſuce the 46 oollen Aa. 
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ITY 1. SCENE Thebes. 


3 — 


The C Curtain riſe to 4 4 plaintive Tune, repreſenting he wiſer canin 6 0 


Thebes; Dead Bodies appear at 4 diſtance 1 in the Streets, ſome unt. : 
* £o over the Stage, others drop. BOG 


Enter Alcander, Diocles, pyracmon. 


Alc. % Ethinks we ſtand on Ruines ; Nature ſhakes 
M About us; and the Univerſal Frame 


do looſe, that it but wants another puſh. 
8 Io leap from off its Hinges. 
Dive. No Sun to chear us, but a bloody Globe 


That rows above; a bald and beamleſs Fire; 
| His Face o're-grown with Scurf : the Sun 8 f. ck too, 


Shortly he'll be an Earth. 
Pyr. Therefore the Seaſons 


: Lye all confus d; and by the Heavens neglected, 
Forget themſelve es: Blind Winter meets the Summer 
In his Mid-way, and, ſeeing not his Livery, 

Has driv'n him headſong back : And the raw damps 
With flaggy Wings fly heavily about, 
Scattering their peſtilential Colds and Rheumes 


Throvgh all the lazy Air. 
Ale. Hence Murrains follow, 


On bleating Flocks, and on the lowing Herds : 
At laſt, the Malady 


Grew more domeſtick, and the faithful Dog 


Dy at his Maſter's Feet. 


Dioc. And next his Maſter : 


For all thoſe Plagues which Earth and Air had brooded, 
Firſt on inferiour Creatures try'd their force : 
And laſt they ſeiz'd on Man. ; 


Tyr. And then a thouſand Deaths at once advanc'd, 


And every Dart took place; all was ſo ſudden, 
That ſcarce a firſt Man fell : ; one but began 


To wonder, and ſtraight fella wonder too; 

A third, who ſtoop'd to raiſe his dying Friend, 

Dropt | in the pious Act. Heard yon that groan . [Groan without. 
Dies. A Troop of Ghoits took * together there: 


Now 


22 


Ae 


Now Death's grown riotous, Sod will a no o more 5 
For ſingle Stakes, but Families and Tribes 

How 1 we ſure we breath not now our laſt, 

And that next Minute, 

Oar Bodies caſt into ſome common it, 

Shall not be built npon, and overlaid 

By half a people? e 

"Alc. There's a Chain of Cauſes 

Link'd to Effects ; invincible· Neceſſity 

That what e're is, could not but ſo have been; 

1 hat 5s my ſecurity. EE | 


Az. 


To them enter Creon. | 
_ "Cov 80 had it need, when all our Streets li cover 4 
With dead and dying Men, 1 5 5 
And Earth expoſes Bodies on the Pavements 
More than ſhe hides in Graves! 
Betwixt the Bride and Bridegroom baye 1 ſeen 
The Nuptial Lorch do common Offices 


= Of Marriage and of Death. 


Dioc. Now, Oedipus, 
(If he return from War, our other Plague). 
Will ſcarce {ind half he left, to grace his Triumphs. 

Pyr. A feeble Pan will be ſung before him. 
Ac. He would do well to bring the Wives and Children 
Of Conquer d Arg i ans to renew his Theben. 
Freon. May Funera's meet him at the City Gates 

With their deteſted Omen. 

Dioc. Of his Children. 8 
Creon. Nay, though ſhe be my Siſter, of his Wife. 
Ac. On that our Thebes might once e again behelg 
| A Monarch Theban born! 
Dioc. We might have had one. 
Pyr. Yes, had the People pleas'd. 
Creon.. Come, y are my Friends : 
The Queen, my Siſter, after Lajus Death, 
Fear'd to lie ſingle; and ſupply'd his place 
With a young Succellor. 
Dioc. He much reſembles 
; me [OFMET Husband too. 
| I always thought fo. . 

77. When twenty Winters more have grizzl'd his black Locks 
He will be a very Lajus. 

Creon. So he will. 

Nean time ſhe ſtands provided of a Lajus 

More young and vigorous too, by twenty Springs. 
incſe Women are ſuch cunning Purveyors ! 

Maris where their Apperites have once been pleas „ 


The 


1 


The ſame reſethibJance MF 


w hen he was hoſtage here. 
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Lies brooding in their Fancies the ſame Pleaſures, 
And urges their remembrance to deſire, | 
Dioc. Had merit, not her dotage, been confi der'd, 


Ther Creon had been King; ö but Oediput, 


A ſtranger! 

Creon, That word Stranger, | confeſs | 
Sounds harſhly in my Ears, 

Dioc. We are your Creatures. 

The people prone, as in all general Is, --- 
To ſudden Change; the King in Wars abroad, 
The Queen a Woman, weak and unregarded; 
 Exryaice the Daughter of dead Lajus, 

A Princeſs young a0 beauteous, and unmarried. 
_ Methinks from theſe dis] joynred Propoſiti tons | 
Something might be produc' d. 

Creon. The Gods have done 5 
Their part, by ſending this -ommodious Plague, 
But oh the Princeſs! hes hard Heart is ſhut _ 
By Adamantine Locks againſt my Love. 

_ Alc. Your claim to her is Rong J you are e betroth' d. 

Pyr. True! in her Nonage. 

Alc. But that lett's remov We 

Dioc. I heard the Prince of Agor, your aui, 


Creon. Oh name him not! the bane of all my hopes; EEE 
That hot-brain'd, head-long Warriour, has rhe F- harms 5 
Of youth, and ſomewhat of a lucky Raſhneſs, 

To pleaſe a Woman yet more Fool than he 
_ Thar thoughtleſs Sex is caught by ont ward form 
And empty noiſe, and loves it ſelf in Man. 

Alc. But ſince the War broke our 1 out Frontiers 
He 5 now a Foe to Thebes! Ie 

Creon. But is not ſo to her; ſee, ie appears : ; 

Once more I'll prove my fortune: you inſinuate 
Kind thoughts of me into the multitude; 

Lay load upon the Court; gull em w ith Freedom : } 
And you ſhall fee em toſs their F and gad, 


s ik the Breeze had ſtung em 


Die. We N about it. [ Excunt Alcander, Diocles, Pyracmon. EN 
| 1 Eurydice. > 
Cree Hail, Royal Maid; thou bright Eurydice! ! 
A laviſh Planet reign'd when thou wert born; 
And made thee of fuch kindred- mold to Heaven, 
Thou ſcem'ſt more Heaven's than ours. 
Eur. Caſt round your Eyes; 


Where late the Streets were 8 thick ſown with Met” „ 5 
8 | Like 


E 0 E DTP U S. 3 „ 
Now Death's grown riotous, and will play no more = 
For ſingle Stakes, but Families and Tribes: 2. 
How are we ſure we breath not now our laſt, 
And that next Minute, 
Oar Bodies calt into ſome common Pit, 
Shall not be built npon, and overlaid. 
By half a people? 2 
Ac. There's a Chain of Cauſes 
Link d to Effects; invincible: Neceſſityʒ 
That what e're is, could not but ſo bave been; T3 
That 8 my ſecurity. 


. 


To them enter Creon. 
ion So had it need, when all our Streets lie cover 4 
With dead and dying Men, 5 
And Earth expoſes Bodies on the barements 
More than ſhe hides in Graves! 
Betwixt the Bride and Bridegroom bave [ ſeen | 
The Nuptial Torch do common Offices | 
Of Marriage and of Death. 
Dioc. Now, Oedipus, 
(If he return from War, our other Plague). 
Will ſcarce {ind half he left, to grace his Triumphs. 
Pyr. A feeble Pæan will be ſung before him. 
Ac. He would do well to bring the Wives and Children | 
of Conquer d Arg i aus to renew his Thebes, 
Treon. May Funerals meet him at the S Ay Gates 
With their deteſted Omen. 
Dic. Of his Children. 
Creon. Nay, though ſhe be my Siſter, of his Wife. 
lc. On that our Thebes might once 8 behold 
A Monarch Theban born! 
Dioc. We might have had one. 
Pyr. Yes, had the People pleas'd. 
Ereon. Come, y are my Friends? 
The Queen, my Siſter, after Lajus Death, 
Fear'd to lie ſingle; and ſupply'd his place. 
With a young Succellor. 
Dioc. He much reſembles 
Her former Husband too. 
Ac. I always thought ſo. I 
yr. When twenty Winters more have gra! his black Locks. 
He wil be a very Lajus. : 
© Creon. So he will. 
IX | Mean time ſhe ſtands provided of a . EE 
More young and vigorous too, by twenty Springs. 
inefe Women are ſuch cunning Purveyors ! 
Mack where their Apperites have once been pleas . 


The 
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Lies brooding i in ther Fancies the ſame Pleaſures, 
And urges their remembrance to deſire, 


Dioc. Had merit, not her dotage, been confi der'd, 


Then Creon had been King; but oe, 
A ſtranger! 


Creon. That word stranger, l confeſs 
Sounds harſhly in my Ears, ; 
Dioc. We are your Creatures. 


The People prone, as in all general Ills, 
Io ſudden Change; the King in Wars abroad, 
The Queen 2 Woman, weak and unregarded , 


Eurydice the Daughter of dead Lajus, 


A Princeſs young ald beauteous, and unmarried. 
= Methinks from theſe dis joynred Propoſitions 5 
Something might be produc d. 


Creen. The Gods have done 


I beir part, by ſending this commodious | Plague, 
But oh the Princeſs! her hard Heart is ſhut 
By Adamantine Locks againſt my Love. 


Alc. Your claim to her is ſtrong, you are e betroth's 

Pyr. True! in her Nonage. 

Alc. But that lett's remov'd. 

Dioc. J heard the Prince of Agor, your aua. 
When he was hoſtage here 

Creon. Oh name him not! The bane of all my hopes; If 
That hot-brain'd, head. long Warriour, has the C harms 
Of youth, and ſomewhat of a lucky Raſhneſs, 1 


by lo pleaſe a Woman yet more Fool than he 


That thovghtleſs Sex is caught by oat ward form 
and empty noiſe, and loves it ſelf in Man. 


Alc. But ſince the War broke out about our Frontiers 
He's now a Foe to Thebes! 


Creon. But is not ſo to her; fee, ſhe appears; 7 


Once more Vl prove my Fortune: you inſinuate 
Kind thoughts of me into the int 
Lay load upon the Court; gull em w ith Freedom ; 


And you ſhall fee em tols their Mk and gad, 
As ik the Breeze had ſtung em. 
Dior. We 11 about it. 
Enter Eurydice. 5 
 Creon. Hail, Royal Maid; thou bright Eurydice 4 


A laviſh Planer reign'd when thou wert born; 


And made thee of fuch kindred- mold to Heaven, 


Thou ſeem'ſt more Heaven's than ours. 


Eur. Caſt round your Eyes; 


* Waere late the Streets were 0 thick ſown with Men, Ss 


B 


1 veunt Alcand er; Diocles, Ppracmon . 
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4 
Like Cadmus's Mins, they. juſtled 105 lber 
Now look for thoſe erected Heads, andTe 
Like Pebbles paving all our publick Wa 


When you have thought on this, anſwer . 


If theſe be hours of Courtſhip : 8 
Creon. Yes, they are; 


7 For when the Gods deſtroy fo fat, "Lis time 
We ſhould renew the Race, 


Euryd. What, in the midſt of horror! 
Creon. Why not then? 


S There's the more need of Comfort. f 


EFuryd. Impious Creon! 
Creon. Unjuſt Eurydice can you accu; me 


Of Love, which! is Heaven's Precept, and not EY 
That Vengeance, which you lay Funct our r Crimes, 


Should reach your Perjuries ? 
Euryd. Still th old Argument. 


1 bad you caſt your Eyes on other Men, 
Now caſt em on ym? ſelf : think what'y von ate. 


Creon. A Man. 
Eur yd. A ä 
Creon. Why doubt you! 2 Em a Man 


Euryd. Tis well you tell me ſo, I ſhould miſtake you: "ws 

185 For any other part oth' whole Creation, | 

| Rather than think you Man : hence from my f chr, 
Thou poy ſon to my Eyes. 

__ Cre0n, Twas you firſt ner d mine; and yet methinks 

My Face and Perſon ſnou'd not make you r „ 


Euryd. You force me, by your importunities, 
10 ſhew you what you arcfe. 
Creon. A Prince, who loves you: 


And ſince your Pride provokes me, worth 7 our Love, | 
Ev a at his higheſt yalue;- ----* 


Euryd. Love from thee? 


| Why love renounc'd thee e're thou w' the light. : 
Nature her ſelf ſtart back when thou wert born, 
And cry'd the Work's not mine- 
The Midwife ſtood agaſt; and when he ſaw 
Thy Mountain back, and thy diſtorted ES 


Thy face it ſelf, 


; Halt minted with the Royal flamp of Man, 
And half o'recome with Beaſt, Ntood doubting long, 8 
 Whofe right in thee were more: 

And knew not if to burn thee in the flames, 
Were not the holier work. 


Creon. Am I to blame, if Nature thi wy Body 
in 10 Nerd a Mold? yet When * caſt 
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Her envious hand upon my ſupple joints, 
Unable to reſiſt, and rumpled em 
On heaps in their dark lodging, to revenge | _ 
23 Her bungled work, ſhe ſtampt my mind more fair: 
As from Chaos, huddled and deform = 
Ihe Gods ſtruck fire, and lighted up che Lamps 
WF That beautifie the Sky, ſo ſhe inform'd 5 95 
his ill Map d Body with a daring Soul: 
And making leſs than Man, ſhe made me more. 
Earyd. No, thon art all one Error; Soul and body, 
. 1 he firſt young tryal of ſome unskill 0 Pow * 
7 Rude in the making Art, and Ape of Jove. 
12 Thy crooked mind within, hanch'd out thy back, 
And wander in thy limbs : to thy own kind 
| Make love, if thou canſt find it in the World; 
And ſeek not from our Sex to raiſe an Ofipring,. 
Which, mingled with the reit, would _ the Gods 
Jo cut of Human Kind, 
Cern. No; let em leave 3 
I The Argian Prince for you: that Enemy 
Ol Thebes his made you falle, and break the vos 
Tou made to me. 
Euryd. They were my Mother's Voms, | 
Made when I was at Nurſe, 
C,uecon. But hear me, Maid; 
= This Blot of Nature, this deform'd joath 4 Cn. 
8 Is Maſter of a Sword, to reach the Blood 
Of your young Ane, {poll the Gods tine work, 
= Aud ſtab you in Kis heart, 
9 Earyd. This when thou doeſt, 5 8 
Then may'lt thou ſtill be curſt with zovice me : S 
And, as thou art, be ſtill unpitied, loath'd ; 


i And let his Ghoſt No, let his Ghoſt have reſt; 
But let the greateſt, berceſt, fouleſt F *. 
Let Creon haunt himſelt. OT le Eurydice 


Creon. Tis true, Iam 

What ſhe has told me, an "es to ſi igt: 

My Body opens inward to my Soul, 

And lets in day to make my Vices ſeen, 

By all diſcerning Eyes, but the blind vulgar. 

I mult haſte e'er Oedipus return, 
To ſnatch the Crown and her; "or I (till . * 
But love with malice; as an angry Cur  _ 

Snarls while he feeds, ſo will I ſeize and ſtanch 

The hunger of my Love on this proud Beals % 
And leave the ſcraps for Slaves. 


B 2 Enter 


1 o EDIUS 
Enter Tireſias, lraning on a Staff, ard led by his nk, on Manto. 

What makes this blind prophetick Fool abroad : * 505 

Wou'd his Apollo had him, he's too holy 

For Earth and me; Il ſhun his walk, and ſeck 


_ My popular ae „„ Cree. 


Tireſiat. A little farther, yet a little farther; 3 
Thou wretched Daughter of a dark old Man, 
Donduct my weary ſteps; and thou who ſeeſt 
For me and for thy ſelf, beware thou tread not 
With impious ſteps upon dead Corps; Nor ttay 
Methinks I draw more open, vital Air, „ 
Where are we? 
Aanto. Under Covert of a Wall : 
The molt frequented once, and noiſy part 
Of Thebes now midnight filence reigns even here; * 
And Groſs untrodden ſprings beneath our feet. 
Tir. If there be nigh this place a Sunny bank, 
There let me reſt awhile: a Sunny bank ! 
Alas how can it be, where no Sun ſhines ! 


hut a dim winking Taper in the Skies, 


That nods, and ſcarce holds up his drowſy head 
7 0 glimmer e the damps. LA noiſe within, F ollow, F alu, Fel- 


low, A Creon, of Creon , A Creon. - 


| Tak! 2 tumultuous noiſe, and chen 8 name 

Thrice eccho d. | 
Man. Fly, the Tempeſt drives this way. 
Tir, Whither can Age and Blindneſs take their fight? 

If could fly, what could ] ſuffer worſe, 


Secure of great Hl! _ LNeiſe again, Creon, Creon, Creon. 
Enter Creon, Diocles, Alcander, Pyracmon, follow 4 by the Crowd: 
Creon. I thank ye, Countrymen ; but mult refuſe 

The Honours you intend me, they re too great; 

And I am too unworthy ; think agen, 

And make a better choice. EY 


I Cze, Think twice! Ine er thought twice in all my life - 
That s double work. 


2 Cit. My firſt word 1 is always my ſecond; and therefore Vu have 


; No ſecond word; and therefore once again I ſay, A Creon. 
Al. A Creon, a Creon, a Creon. 

| Creon. Yet hear me, Fellow Citizens. 

Dioc. Fellow Citizens there was a word of Adnet 

Ac. When did Oedipus ſalute you by that familiar name? 

1 Cir. Never, never; he was too proud. 

Creon. Indeed he could not, for he was a ſtranger : : 

But under him our Thebes is half deſtroy'd. 

Forbid it Heay'n the reſidue ſhould periſh. 

Under a T heban born. 


1 


and then, if we mult die, we'll go merr. ly together. 


Prophet, that ſees all things. 


| They can all lay that: But he Sa great Scholar. ne can make 


_ Unjult in puniſhing ? Are there no Crimes 


'Tis true, the Gods might ſend this «Pin among you, 
Becauſe a Stranger rul'd. But what of that? 
Can I redreſs it now ? 


3 Cir. Yes, you or none. 


is certain that the Gods are angry with us 
Becauſe he reigns. | 


Creon. Oedipus may return : you may be ruin'd. 
1 Ct. Nay, if that be the matter, we are ruin'd already. 
2 Cit. Half of us that are here preſent, vere living Men but 
Yeſterday : and we that are abſent do but qrop and drop, 
And no Man knows whether he be dead or living. An 


Therefore, while we are ſound and well, let us karslhe on 
 Confciences, and make a new King. | 


3 Cir. Ha, if we were but WOrthy to ſce another © Co ronation - 


All. To the Queſtion, to the Queſtion. _ 

Dive: Are you content Creon ſhould be your King? 
Al. A Creon, a Creon, enn, 
2 #8, rear ne, Je T hebans + - And thou Creen, hear me. 
1Cir. Who's that would be heard? We [] hear no Nan: 
We can ſcarce hear one another. - 

Fir. 1 charge you by the Gods to hear nme. ens 

2 Cit, Oh, tis Apollo's Prieſt ; we muſt hear him: Tis the oll blind 


3 Cit. He comes from the Gods too; aud they are our Betters : 
And therefore in good Maggers we muſt bear him. Speak, Prophet, 
2 C;t. For coming from the Gods, that's no great matter 


Aimanacks and he were put to't; and therefore 1 ſay, -_ him. 
Tir, When angry Heav'n ſcatters its Plagues among 7 
Is it for nought, ye Thebans? Are the Gods 


Which pull this Vengeance down ? ' ED 
1 Cir. Yes, yes; No doubt, there are lome Sins ſtirring, 
7 hat are the Cauſe of all. = 
3 Cit. Yes, There arc Sins, or we ſhould have no Taxes. 
„ For my part, I can ſpeak it with a ſaſe Conſcience, 
i ne'er fin'd in all my Life. 
1 t., Nor l. 
3 Lit. Nor J. 
2 Cit. Then we are all jultifed : Fhe gin lies not at our Doors 
r All jultified alike, and yet all guilty. 
Were every Man's Falfe-dealing brought to lizht 3 
His Envy, Malice, Lying, Perjuries, 
His Envy, Malice, Lying, Perjuries, 
His Weights and Mealures, th other Man's Extertions, 


With what Face could you tell offended Heay'n, | 
deu had not find : '$ 1Cze, 
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2 Ct. Nay, if theſe be Sins, the caſe is alter'd: For my part, [ never 
Thought any thing but Murder had been a Sin. 


Tor. And yet, as if All theſe were nothing, 
You add Rebellion to 'em. Impious Theban ! 
Have you not ſworn before the Gods, to ſerve. 
and to obey this Oe diput, your King, 
| By publick Voice elected? Anſwer me, 
N 
2 Cie. This is true: But it's a hard World Neighbour, a 
If a Man's Oath muſt be his Maſter. = 1 
Creon. Speak Diecles: All goes wrong. | . 
Dioc. How are you Traytors, Countrymen of T beber? "a 
This holy Sir, who preſles you with Oaths, —- 


' Forgets your firſt. Were For” not worn before | 8 „„ 
| To Lajns, and his Blood?“ 1 „ „  .. 
All. We were, we were. 8 5 „ „ 1 8 
Dioc. While Lajus has a lawful dende, „„ W 
- Your firſt Oath ſtill muſt bind: Eurydice „„ e „ ao =o 
Ts Heirto Lajws ; 3 let her marry Creon: | | e . A 
Offended Heav n will never be appeasd, -- 1 CCCͤ 
While Oedipu pollutes the Throne of Lajus, Tas = 
A Stranger to his Blood. VV 5 ., 
All. We ill no Oedipus, no > Oedipus. . 55 . 
1 Cit. He puts the Prophet in a Moulſe- hols . . = 
2 Cit. I knew it would be ſo: the laſt Man ever ſpeaks the beſt Reaſon, | 1 
Tir. Can Benefits thus die? Ungratef hebans e | — 
Remember yet, when, after Lajus's Death, = N 1 
The Monſter Sphinx laid your rich Country walte, 1 
Vour Vineyards ſpoil'd, your labouring Oxen ſlew; oy 
Your ſelves, for fear, mew'd up within your Walks; 1 
She, taller than your Gates, o're-look'd your Tas * . | # 
But when ſhe rais'd her Bulk to ſail above-you;. eg : A 
She drove the Air around her, like a Whirl. wind, 5 — 


And ſhaded all beneath; till ſtooping down, 

She clap'd her Leathern Wing againſt your Tow'rs, 
And thruſt out her long Neck, ev'n to your Doors. 
. Alc. Pyr. We'll hear no more. 

Tir. You durſt not meet in Temple, 

7 invoke the Gods for Aid; the proudeſt ge 

Who leads you now, then crow d like a dar d Lark: 

This Creon ſhook for fear, 


The Blood of Lajus cruddled i in bis veins; ; 

Till Oedipus arriv d, 

 Calld by his own high Courage, and the Gods ; : 

Himſelf to you a God: Ye offer'd him | 

Your Queen and Crown; (but what was then your Crown . 
And Heavn autheriz'd it by his Succeſs. 


Speak then; Who is your W lis? 


Truſt me, I weep for Joy to ſee this Day. 


„ And, as you us'd to ſupplicate your Gods, 
So meet your King, with Bays, and Olive- benches: 
Bow down, and touch his Knees, and beg from bim 


Can give it yo. 


But lent by Heaven, upon hard Uſury; 
And while Jove holds us out the Bowl of Toy, 
E're it can reach our Lips, 'tis daſh'd with Gat 
By ſome Lefr-handed God. O mournful Triumph 
E Conqueſt gain'd abroad, and loſt at home 
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At. 7; s Oedipus. | | . . 
Tir. *Tis Oedipas, your King more. jam ful 
That yet you dream; for ſomething ſtill there lies 


In Heav'n's dark Volume, which I read through Miſts: 
Tis great, prodigions ; 'tis a dreadful Birth ds 
Of wondrous Fate ; and now juſt now diſcloſing. 


I ſee, I fee how terrible it dawus! 
And my Soul ſickens with it. 
1 Cit. How the God ſhakes him! 
Tir. He comes! he comes | Victory! Corqueſt ! Triumph! 


Butz; oh! Guiltleſs and Guilty: Viurder * ? Parricicve | 
Inceſt! Diſcovery | Puniſhment— 
And all your Sullc rings 8 


tis ended, 


Trumpet . ; Sai Hemon. 8 
Him. Rouze up, ye Thebans; tune your lo Pans. 
Your King returns; The Arcians are o' ercome; 


Theit Waclike prince in lingle Combat taken, 
And led in Bands by God-like Oedipus. 


All. Oedipus, Oedipus, Oedipus, - 
Creon. Furies confound his F ortune ! — — : Sx // de. 


: Haſte, all halle; 1 5 lu them. 


And meet with Bleſlings our - Victorious s! . 
Decree Proceſſions; bid new Holy-days; 


Crown all the Statutes of our Gods with . 5 


And raiſe a Brazen Collumn, thus inſcrib'd, 
To Oedipus, now twice a Conquerour z : Deliverer of his T beber. 


Tir. Yes, Heaven knows how thou weep : 


- Go o Country men, 


An End of all your Woes; for only he 

[Exit Tireſias, the people following. 
Enter Oedipus in Triumph; Adraſtus Priſoner - Dymas, 1 rain. 
Creon. All hail, great Oedipus : 1 


Thou mighty Conqueror. hall; welcome to Thebes, 


To thy own 7 hebes, to all that's left of Thebes : 


For half thy Citizens are ſwept away, 
And wanting to thy Triumphs; b 
And we, the happy Remnant, only live „ 3%%%ͤũ ＋̃?x&ÿLV 
To: welcome thee, and die. 8 8 


Oedipus. Thus Pleaſure never comes fine incere to Man; . 


o Ager 
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0 450 now rejoyce, for Theber lies low; 
Thy flaughter d Sons now 17 and think they won, 


When they can count more Theban Ghoſts than theirs, 
 _ Adraſt, No; Argos mourns with Thebes z, you temper rd ſo 
_ Your Courage while you fought, that Mercy ſeem'd 
ihe Manlier Vertue, and much more prevail d. 
n Argos is a People, think you Thebes 
Can never want for $ Subjects : Every e 
Will crow: to ſerve where Oedious commands. 

CT con to Ham. How Mean it Mews, tO Fun upon the VI dor 
Flom. Had you beheld him ſight you had laid otherwiſe : 
Come, 'tis brave Bearing in him not toenvy 

Superior Vers. 

-  Ocd. This, indeed, is Conquelt, a 

7 O gain a! Friend like you. Why were we Foes 7 

© Agraſt. Cauſe we were Kings, and each dif: Jan dan! qual. 
I fought to have it in ny power to do 

What thou hait done; and ſo to nſe my Conqueſt, 

Jo ſhew thee, Honour was my only Motive. 

Know this, that were my Army at thy Gates, 

Aud 7 bebes thus waſte, I would not take the Gift, 
Which, like a Toy, drop'd from the Hands of Fortune, 
Lay for the next Chance-comer. 

Oed. Embracing. No more Captive, 


- But Brother of the War: ' Tis much more pleaſant; 


And ſafer, truſt me, thus to m cet. thy Love; 
That When hard Gantlets clench'd tour Waclike Hands, 
And kept 'em from ſoft Uſe. 
Adraſt. My Conquerour. 
Oed. My Friend! That other Name keeps Enmity QUILYC, 
: But longer to detain thee were a Crime | 
To Love, and to Eutydices go fre: „ 
Such welcome as a ruin'd Town can give, 
Expect from me; the teſt let her ſupply. | 
Aäuaraſt. I go without a Bluſh, though ner d twice; 


15 By you, and by my Princeſs, | [Exit Adraltns.- 


Creon aſide. Then | am conquer'd thrice; by 0. dipus, 
And her, and even by him, the Slave of both. 
Gods, I am beholding to. yau f for making me your Image! 


Would I cuold make vou mine. | CEx:: C Crean, 
Euter the Prople with Branches in TED Hands holding them "09 


and Reeling Two eee bef ore them. 
Oed. Alas, my People! | 
What means this ſpechſeſz Sorrow, down. caſt Eyo ITY 
And lifred Hands If there be one among you, 
Whom Grief has left a Tongue, peak kor the reſt, 
i Pr. O Father of 957 Country + 


"OEDIPUS. 


70 thee theſe Knees are bent, theſe Eyes are lifted, 
As to a vilible Divinity. 

A Prince, on whom Heav'n ſafely might ok 

The Buſineſs of Mankind: For Providence 

Might on thy Boſom ſleep ſecure,® Rs: 
And leave her Task to thee, DEST 
But where's the Glory of thy former ad 5 
_Ev*n that's deſtroy'd 1 none ſhall live to (pak it. 
Millions of Subjects ſhalt thou have, but mute. 
A People of the Dead; a crowded Deſart: 

A Midnight-filence at the Noon of Day 
Oed. Oh! Were our Gods as ready with their Pity, 
As J with mine, this Preſence ſhonid be throng' A 
With all I lefralive ; and my ſad Eyes 2 55 
Not ſearch in vain for Friends, whole promis [6 Sight. 
Flatter'd my Toyls of War. 

r Pr. Twice our Deliverer ! 
Oed. Nor ate now your Vows 
Addreſed to one who Feeps: _ 
When this nowelc ome NWS firft reach d my Ears, | 
 Dymas was {ent to Deiphos, to enquire 0 
The Caute and Cure of chis Contagious ney 
And is this Day return d: But ſince his Reber 
Concerns the Publick, Ire ſus d to hear it, 
But! in this general Preſence : Let him ſpeak. 
Dymas A dreadful Anſwer from the hallow'd Urn, 
And lacred Tripous did the Prieſteſs give, 
In theſe myſterious Words, 8 
The Oracle. Shed in a curſed 7 00 by coſe Hand, 
Blood. Royal unreveng d, has curs'd the Land. 
When Lajus's Death is expiartd 5. 
Your Plague ſrall ceaſe + The reſt let Lajus tell. 
Oed. Dreadful indeed! Blood, and a King's Blood too! 
And ſuch a King; and by his Sub jects ſned 
(Elſe, by this Curſe on Thebes !) No wonder then 
If Monſters, Wars and Plagues revenge ſuch Crimes. 
If Heaven be juſt, its whole Artillery, 

All muſt be empry'd on us: Not one Bolt 
| Shall err from Thebes; but more be call'd for, more 3 
New. moulded Thunder, of a larger Size, 
Driv'n by whole Fove. What! Touch anointed Pow'r 
Then Gods beware; Fove would himſelf be next, 
Cou d you dut reach Aimee 
2 Pr. We mourn the ſad Remembrance. 

Oed. Well you may 
Worſe than a Plague infects you: V are devoted 
To Mother Earth, and to ch Infernal Pow'rs: 

a | C - 


Hell 
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Hell al a Right i in vou 1 thanks you o Code, 
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That I'm no heban born - How my Blood cruddles! 


As if this Curſe touch'd "me! and touch me nearer _ 
Than in al! *11s Preſence ! ——- Yes, tis a King's Blood; 


And T, a Ki. 3, an ty'd in deeper Bonds | 
BD expiate this Blood : But where, from whom, 


Or how muſt I atone it? Tell me, 7 hebans, 


How Laj us fell; for a confus'd Report 


Paſs'd through my Ears, when firſt I took the Crown ; 5 


But full of Hurry, like a Morning. Dream, 
It vaniſh'd in the Buſineſs of the Day. 


1 Fr. He went in private forth, but thinly follow d; 


And ne'er returnd to Thebes. 


Oe Nor any from him? Came there no Attendant 


None to bring News? 


2 Pr. But one; and he ſo wounded, 


Fe ſcarce drew Breath to ſpeak ſome fow faint Words. 


Oed. What were they? Something may be learnt fm thence. 
1 Pr. He ſaid a Band of Robbers watch'd their 3 
Who took Advantage of a narrow Way, _ 


To murder Lajus and the reſt; himſelf 
5 Left too for dead. 


Oed. Made you no Enquiry, 


| But took this bare Relation : 7 


2 Pr. Twas neglected: 


For then the Monſter Sp ow began to rape : 5 
And preſent Cares ſoon buried the remote: 
So was it huſh'd, and never ſince reviv'd. 


Oed. Mark, T hebans, mark! 


Juſt then the Sphynx began to rage among you ; 'Y 
The Gods took hold ey'n of th? offending " + MY 
Ang dated thence your Woes : Thence will I trace em. 


1 Pr. Tis juſt thou ſhouldſt. 
Oed. Hear of this dread Imprecation, hear i it: : 
*Tis laid on all, not any one exempt: = 


| Bear witneſs, Heay'n avenge it on the Perjur d. 


If any Theban born, if any Stranger | 
Reveal this Murder, or produce its Author; „ 
Ten Antique Talents be his juſt Reward: 
But if for Fear, for Favour, or for Hire, 

The Murder he conceal, the Curſe of 7 bebes 


Fall heavy on his Head: Unite our Plagues, 


Ye Gods, and place em there: From Fire and Water, 
Converſe, and all things common, be he baniſh'd. 


But for the Murderers ſelf, unfound by Man, 
e 


Find him, ye Pow'rs Celeſtial and Infernal; 
And the ſame Fate, or worſe than Zajus met, 
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His 2715 and 10 ll of his be Curs d. 


Both Pr. Confirayit, ev. 
Enter Jocaſta; Attended by Woes. $ 
Fe At your Devotions ! Heav'n ſucceed your Wiſhes ; 


. Nt briag th' Effect of theſe your pious ans rs 
Ona pyou, aud me, and all. 


Pr. Avert this Omen, Heavn! 5 
Oed. O fatal Sound unfortunate Focaſtka! a 


What haſt thou ſaid ! an Ill Hour haſt thou choſen 


For theſe fore-boding words: Why, we were curſj ing. 
Joc. Then may that Curſe fall only where — laid it. 
Oed. Speak no more, 


For all thou ſay ſt is ominous : We wers cur ing 3 
And that dire Imprecation haſt thou faſten d a 
On Thebes, and thee, and me, and all of us. 


Foe. Are then my Bleſlings turn d into a Curſe ? 


O unkind Oedipus ! My former Lord 8 
Thought me his Bleſſing: be thou like my Lajus. 


Oed. What, yet again! The third time haſt thou curſt me? 


This Imprecation was for Lajus's Death; 
5 And thou haſt wiſh'd me like him. 


Joc. Horrour ſeizes me! 
Oed. Why doſt thou gaze upon me? Prichee, Lore, 


5 Take off thy Eye; it burdens me too much. 


Foc. The more I look, the more I find of Laiju: D 


His Speech, his Garb, his Action, nay, his Frown 
(For l have ſeen it; ) but ne er hent on me. 


Oed. Are we ſo like? | 
Joc. In all things but his Love. 
Oed. I love thee more: So well I love, Words cannot Fr peak how well; 


No pious Son e er ox d his Mother more, 
Than I my dear Focaſta. 


| Fee. I love you too 


The ſelf-ſame way : And when you chid, methought 
A Mother's Love ſtart up in your Defence, 
And bad me not be angry : Be not you; 
For I love Lajus ſtill as Wives ſhould love; "Io 
But you more tenderly, as part of me 
And when J have you in my: Arms, methinks - 
I lull my Child aſleep. 


Oed. Then we are bleſs' d: 


And all theſe Curſes ſweep Clos the Skies, 
Like Empty Clouds, but drop not on our Heads, 


Foc. I have not joy'd an Hour ſince you departed, 


For publick Miſeries and for private Fears; 


But this bleſs d + has hats A em all, =; 2 
C2 ELD. 
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Good Fortune hart comes Nene Some mare Mac 

All I can wiſh for now, is your content. N 

To make my Brother happy. 

Oed. How, Jocaſſa? 

Foc. By Marriage with his Neece Elte. . 

Oed. Uncle and Neece ! they are too near, my Love; 55 

Tis too like Inceſt; tis Offence to Kind: 

Had I not promis d, were there no Adraſtus, 

No Choice but Creon left hor of Mankind, 185 

They ſhou'd not marry. Speak no more of it 3. 

1 he Thought diſturbs me. 

Joc. Heav'n can never 8 

A Vow ſo broken, which ! made to Creon : . 

Remember he's my Brother. 8 

Oed. That's the Bar 

| And ſhe thy Daughter : Nature would abho 

To be forc'd back again upon her lelf, _ 

And, like a Whirl-pool, {wallow her own Streams. 
Joe. Be not diſpleas'd ; I'll move the Suit no more. 
Oed. Nd, do not; for, I know not why, it ſhakes me 

When I do but think'on lnceſt : Move we forward 

To thank the Gods for my Succels, and pray 


To waſh the Guilt of Royal Blood amay. Eau, O. 


* te 


A eT I. 8 GENE I. 
An oper Gallery. A Royal bed. hamber being ſuppor 4 behind. 
The Time, Night Thunder, &c. 


 Hemon, Alcander, Pyracmon. 


The Loek of Time off, and his Head is now. 
The gaſtly Ball of round Eternity | 

Call you theſe Peals of Thunder, but the Yawn 

Of vellowing Clouds ? by Jove, they ſeem to me be 

The World's laſt Groans ; and thoſe vaſt Sheets of Flame 

Are its laſt Blaze! The Tapers of the Gods, 

The Sun and Moon, run down like Waxen Globes; 

The ſhooting Stars end all in pur ple Jellies; 

And Chaos is at hand. 

Pyr. Tis Midnight, vet there's not a Theban ſleeps,. 

But ſuch as ne er muſt wake. All crowd about 

The Palace, and implore, as from a God, 

Help of the King; who, f. rom the Battlement, 


Hom, IJ RE 'tis the End of all things! Fate has torn 5 
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By the red Lightnings glare, deſery d Aar, 
Atones the Angry Pawers. 

Hem. Ha Pyr acmon, look; 
Behold, Alcander, from yon Weſt of Heav n, 
The per fect Figures of a Man and Woman: 


A Scepter bright with Gems in each right hand, — 5 


Their flowing Robes of dazling Purple made, 


Diſtincthy yonder in that point they ſtand, 


juſt Weſt: a bloody red ſtains all the place: : 


: And ſee their Faces are quite hid in Clouds. 


Pyr. Cluſters of golden Stars hang oer their Heads, 


And ſeem ſo crouded, that they burſt upon em: 
All dart at once their baleful Influence, 
In leaking fire. 1 


_ Alc. Long: bearded Comets ſtick, 


Like flaming Porcupines, to their left ſides, 
As they would ſhoot their Quills into their hearts. 


Hm. But ſee! the King, and Queen, and all the Court ! 


Did ever Da or Night ſhew ought like this? [Thunders again. 


The Scene draws, and diſcovers the Prodrgies, 
Emer Oedipus, Jocaſta, Eurydice, Adraſtus, af coming THR 
with Amazement, 
054. Anſwer, you Powr' s Divine; ſpare all this noiſe, | , 


This rack of Heav' n; and ſpeak your fatal pleaſure, 
Why break yon dark and dusky Orb away ! 
Why from the bleeding Womb of monſtrous N ight, 
Burſt forth ſuch Miriads of abortive Stars? 
Ha! my Jocaſt a, look ! the Silver Moon! 
A ſettling Crimſon ſtains her beauteous Face! 
Sne's all o're Blood! and look, behold again, 
What mean the myſtick Heay' ns ſhe journies on? 
A vaſt Ecclipſe Part ont the labouring Planct : 
Sound there, ſound all our Inftruments of War; 
Clarions and Trumpets, Silver, Brass, and iron, 
And beat a thouſand Drums to he Ip her Labour. 


Adr. 'Tis vain; you ſee the Prodigies conti nue; 


Let $ gaze no more, the Gods are Humorous. 


Oed. Forbear, ram Man- Once more I ask your pleature | 


if that the glow. worm light of human Reaſon 
Might dare to offer at immortal Knowledge, 


And cope with Gods, why all this ſtorm of Nature? 
Why do the Rocks ſplit, and why rouls the Sea 7 
Why theſe Portents in Heav'a, and Plagues on Earth? 
Why yon' Gigantick Forms, Ethereal Monſters * 
Alas! Is all this but to fright the Dwarfs _ 

Which your own hands have made, then beit ſo. 


Or il the Fates teſolve ſome Expiation 


KAT. 


1 For murder'd Lajus Harn me, hear me, Gods 
1 Hear me thus proſtrate: ſpare this groaning Land, ” - 
Save Innocent Thebes, ſtop the Tyrant Death; 1 e 
Do this, and lo I ſtand up an Oblation 
E To meet your ſwifteſt and ſevereſt anger, 
Shoot all at once. and ſtrike me to the Center. £ 
The Cloud draws that veil'd the heads of the Figara 6 in he Skie, and 
ſhews em Crown d, with the Names of Qedipus and * written | 
above in great Charafters of Gold. | 
Aar. Either I dream, and all my cooler Senſes 
Are vaniſh'd with that Cloud that fleets away: 
Or, juſt above thoſe two Majeſt ick Heads, 55 


I fee, I read diſtinctly in 28 Sold, e „ 79 
Ocdiphs and Focaſta. 5 | EL 1 


Ac. I read the ſame. _ 5 _ 
Aar. Tis wonderful; yet ought not Man to wade . 1 

Too far in the vaſt deep of Deſtiny. {Thunder z and the Prodigics my 

Foc. My Lord, my Oedipus, why gaze you now, was 

When the whole Heav'n is clear, as if the Gods 
Had ſome new Monſters made ! will you not turn, 

And bleſs your People, who ada each word 

Fou breathe f 

Oed. It ſhall be ſo. 

Ves, Iwill die, O Thebes, to ſave thest- | 

Draw from my Heart my Blood with more content 
Than eer I wore thy Crown. Yet, O Jocaſta! 

1 By all the Indearments of miraculous love, 

BF By all our Languiſhings, our Fears in Pleaſure, | Foe 5 
Which oft have made us wonder; hear I ſwear „ 
On thy fair hand, upon thy Breaſt 1 ſwear _ | 8 . = = 
I cannot call to mind, from budding Childhood VP 

To blooming Youth, a Crime by me committed,  _ 00 
For which the awful Gods ſhould doom my Death, EL : 

Foc. * I is not you, my Lord, - 2 1 3 

But he who murder'd Lajus frees the Land: 5 5 F 
Were you, Which is impoſlible, the Man, | I. 15 s 
Perhaps my Poynard firſt ſhould drink your Blood 3 RS 

But you are Innocent, as your Focaſta, 5% Ol _ 
From Crimes like thoſe. This made me violent T . J 
To fave your life, which yon unjuſt would loſe: 

Nor can you comprehend with Gepels engt, 
Ihe horrid Agony you caſt me in, 
When you reſolv d to die. 
Oed. Is't poſſible? 
Fee. Alas! why ſtart you ſo? Her ſtiffning grief, 
Who ſaw her Children ſlaughter'd all at once, 
Was dull to mine: Methinks I ſhould have made "9G 


OEDIPUS. 
My boſom bare againſt the armed 9 
To fave my Oedipus. | 
Oed. T pray, no more. 
or. You've ſilencd me, my Lord. 
Oed. Pardon, me, dear Focaſta ; 
Pardon a heart that ſinks with Sufferings, 
and can but vent it ſelf in ſobs and murmurs : 
Let toreſtore my peace, I'll find him out. 
Les, yes, you Gods! you ſhall have ample vengeance 
On Lajns s Murderer. O, the Traytor's Name 
co I know't it, I will: Art al be conjur'd for it, 8 
4 4 And Nature all unravel d. ; 
7 Fee. Sacred Sir- „ 
, Otd; Rage Will hve way, and” tis but juſt; In fetch 8 
Tho' lodg'd in Air upon a Dragon's Wing, 5 
Tho Rocks ſhould hide him : Nay he ſhould be drage's 
From Hell, if Charms can hurry him along: 8 
His Ghoſt ſhall be by ſage Tireſias Power, 
(Tireſras, that rules all Fenearh the Moon) 
Conlin'd to fleſh, to ſuffer Death once more; 
7 And then be plung' di in his firſt fires again. 


Enter Creon 
Ore. My Lord, 5 
Tiireſſas attends your Pleaſure. 
Ded. Haſte and bring him in. 
O my Jocaſta, Enrydice, Adraſtut, 
- 63 TCreon, and all ye Thebans, now the nd; 
946 Of Plagues, of Madneſs, Murders, Prodigies, 
bd! Draws on: This Battel of the Heav'ns and Earth 
Shall by his Wiſdom be reduc'd to peace. 
i Enter Tirelias, leaning on a Staff, led by his Daughter bunte, f. 
| low'd by ot her Thebans. 
>. | 0 thou, whoſe moſt aſpiring Mind 
70  -_ Knoweſt all the Buſineſs of the Courts above, 
x +... Opent the Cloſets of the Gods, and dares 
To mix with Fove himſelf and Fate at Council; 
O Prophet, anſwer me, declare aloud 
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The Traytor who conſpir'd the Death of Lajus. 
5 of be they more, who from malignant Stars 
= Have drawn this Plague that blaſts unhappy Thebes. 
= Tir. We muſt no more than Fate commiſſions us — 
75 To tell ; yet ſomething, and of moment, I' unfold, _ 5 6 


If that the God would wake; I feel him now, 
Like a ſtrong Spirit char m' d into a Ae, 
That leaps, and moves the Wood without a Wind: 
The rouz'd God, as all this while he lav 
Intomb'd alive, {tarts and dilates himſelf: 
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Ile ſtruggles, and he tears my aged 8 
With holy Fury, my old Arteries burſt, 


My rive bd Skin, 


Like Parchment les at the hallow'd "*y : 


1 ſhall be young again: Manto, my Daughter, 


Thon haſt a Voice that might have ſav” d the Bard 
Of Thrace, and forc'd the raging Bacchanals, 
With lifted Prongs, to liſten to thy Airs : 

© charm this God, this Fury in my Boſom, 

_ Lull him with tuneful Notes, and artiul Strings, 
With pow rful ſtrains; Mants, my lovely Child, 
Sooch che unruly God- head o be mild, - 


s 0 N G to poll. 


Plaz, "a 150 4 5 hn, 5 
At thy dawn every Beaſt 1 7nd in bis Den 3 


At thy ſetting, all the Birds of thy Abſence complain, 


And we die, all dic till the: morning comes again, 
Phœbus, God below d by Alen, 
Idol of the Eaſtern Kings, 
Awful as the God who flings 
His Thunder round, and the L. jehtuing. wings ; 
God of Songs and Or phean Strings, 
Who to his mortal Boſom brings, 
All harmonous heavenly 7 ings 3 
1 hy drowzy Prophet to revive, _ 
Ten thouſand thouſand forms before him 3 3 
Vith Chariots and Horſes all o fire awake him, 
Con dul ons, and Furies, and Propheſies ſhake him, 


(iet him tell it in groans, tho he bend with the Load.” 
£0. be varſt with the weight of the terrible God. 


Tim, The Wretch, who ſhed the blood af od uu, 
23 ives, and is great; 


But cruel greatnels ne'er was long: 
The ficſt of Lajus's blood his Life did a ſize 


And urg'd his Late, 


Which elſe had laſting been and 8 
The Wretch, who Lajus kill d, muſt bleed, or fy; 


Or Zhebes, conſum'd oh Plagues, in rvins lie. 
Oed. The firſt of Lajns's blood | pronounce the Pesto: : 

May the God roar from thy Prophetick mouth, 

8 hat even the Dead may ſtart up to behold : 

Name him, I ſay, that molt accutſed Wretch, 

For by the Stars ef FT 
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Speak, Te command "oat EE 
By Phebus, ſpeak! for ludden De ach his de 
Here ſhall he fall, bleed on this very ſpot 3 
His Name, [ charge thee once more, (peak. 
Tir. 'Tis loſt, 
"Like what we think can never r hon remembrance : . 
Yet of a ſudden's gone beyond the Clouds. 
Oed. Fetch it from thence; TI have't, where-e'cr it be. 
Creon. Let me intreat you, ſacred Sir, be 8 
And creon ſhall point out the great Offender. 
Tis true, reſpect of Nature might 1 injoyn 
Myſt filence at another time; but oh, 
Much more the pow'r of my eternal Love! 
That, that ſhould ſtrike me dumb: yet Thebes, my cou : 
"Tf break through all, to ſuccour thee, Poor City. wo 
O, I mult ſpeak, 
Oed 10 then, if ought thou knowelt : 
As much thou ſeem'd to know, delay no longer. 
Cre. O Beauty! O illuſtrious Royal Maid! [ 
To whom my Vows were ever paid till now, 
And with ſuch modeſt, chaſt, and pure affection. 
The coldeſt Nymph might read em without Ps ; 


© Art thou the Murdreſs then of wretched wo! 


And I, muſt | accuſe thee, O my Tears! 
Why will you fall in ſo abhor'd a Cauſe ? 
hut that thy beauteous, barbarous hand deroyd 
Thy Father (O monſtrous act ps both Gods 
And Men at once take notice, 
Oed. Eurydice ! 
5  Euryd. Traytor, go on; 5 ſcorn thy little malice, 
And knowing more my perfect Recs ĩͤ - 
Than Gods and Men, then how much more than thee, 
Who art their oppoſ te, and form'd a Lyar, 
I thus diſdain thee | Thou once didft talk of Love; 
Becauſe I hate thy love, = 
Thou doſt accuſe me. - „ 
Adr. Villain, inglorious Villain N 
: And Traytor, double damn'd, who durſt vlſpheme 
The ſpotleſs Virtue of the brighteſt Beauty; 
Thou dy'ſt: Nor ſhall the ſacred Majeſty, [Draws and wornds im 
That 8292 this place, preſerve thee from my Rage. 1 
Oed. Diſarm em both: Prince, I ſhall make you know 
That can tame you twice. Guards, ſeize him. 
Adr. Sir. 
muſt acknowledge in another Cauſe 
Repentance might abaſh me; but 1 1 
In this, and ſmile to ſee the * 8 blood. 
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Od. Creon, you hall be ſatisfy'd at fü. _— 
Cre. My hurt | is nothing, Sir; but I e 9 

To wiſe Tireſias, if my accuſation 

Be not moſt true. The firſt of Lajus blood 


Gave him his Death. Is there a Prince before her ? 
Then ſhe is faultleſs, and I ask her Pardon. | 
And may this Blood ne'er ceaſe to drop, O T beben = 


Tf pity of thy Sufferings did not move me 


To ihew the Cute which dieav'n it ſelf preſcrib'd. 


Eur. Yes, Thebans, L will die to ſave your lives, 


"More willing! y than you can wiſh my Fate; 
But let this pood, this wiſe, this holy \ lan 
Pronounce my Sentence: For to fall by him, 


By the vile breath of that prodigious Villain 


Would link my Soul, tho' I ſhould die a Martyr. 


Adr. Unhand me, Slaves. O wightieſt of Kings, 


See at your Feet 1 j'rince not us d to kneel; 
Touch not Earydice, by all the Gods, 
As you would ſave your T hebes, but take my Life: 1 
For, ſhould ſhe periſh, Heav n would heap Plagues on Plagues, 5 
Rais 2 Sulphur down, hurle kindled Bolts 
Upon your guilty Heads. 7 


Cre. You turn to Gallantry, what i is but Juſtice. 


Proof will be eaſie made. Adraſtus was 
The Robber who bereft th' unhappy King 
Of Life; becauſe he flatly had deny'd 


To make ſo poor a Prince his Son-in- Law : 


Therefore 'twere fit that both ſhould periſh. 


1 Theb. Both let both die. 
All Theb. Both, both; let 'em die. 
Oed. Hence you wild Herd! For your Ring. leader here, 


c He ſhall be made an Example. Hemon, take him. 


17heb. Mercy, O Mercy, 
Oed Mutiny in my Preſence ! 


Hence, et me ſee that buſie Face no more. 


Tir. Thebans, what Madneſs makes you drunk with rage; 0 


Enough of guilty Death's already acted: 

Fierce Creon has accus'd Enrydice, 
With Prince Adraſtus; which the God reproves 
By inward Checks, and leaves their Fate in doubt. 


Oed. Therefore inſtruct us what remains to do, 


Or ſuffer; for I feel a ſleep like Death 


Upon me, and I ſigh to be at reſt. 
T;r. Since that the Pow'rs Divine refuſe to clear 


The myſtic Deed, I'll to the Grove of Furies; 5 


There I can force Hh Ps Gods to ew 


Their horrid Form 
Fact 
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| Each trembling Ghoſt ſhall riſe, 5 
And leave their griſly King without a waiter - : : 

For Prince Aaraſtus and Furyaice, DR ge | 
My life's engag'd, I'll guard em in the Fane, ls rar 
Till the dark Myſteries of Hell are done. 

Follow me, Princeſs; 7. hebans, all to reſt. 

O, Oedipus, to morrow but no more, 

If that thy wakeful Genius wil per], 

Indulge thy Brain this Night with ſofter lumbers: 

To morrow, O to morrow! — ſkep my Son: | 
Andi in prophetick Dreams thy Fate be ſhown. LEA. Titel. Adraſt 

4 Eur yd. Manto, Thebans. Manent Oed. Jocait. Creon, y. 

1 Hm. Alcan. 
Oed. To bed, My Fair, my Dear, my belt Tocafta. „ 5 1 

After the toils of War, tis wondrous ſtrange _ „ | 

Our loves ſhould thus be daſh'd. One moment's thought, „ 
And I'll approach the Arms of my belov'd. 

Poc. Conſume whole Years in care, ſo now and then 
I may have leave to feed my famiſh'd A 
With one ſhort paſſing glance, and figh my Vows : 

Ihis, and no more, my Lord, is all the Paſhion „„ 
Of; Janguiſhing Focaſta. LExit. 
Oed. Thou ſofteſt, ſweeteſt ot the World 4 good night. Ks 

E | Nay, ſhe is beauteous too; yet, mighty Love: 

\ 1 neyer offer*d to obey thy Laws, 85 

3 But an unuſual chillneſs came upon me; 

1 An unknowu hand ſtill check'd my fo: TTY joy, 

2s Daſh'd me with bluſnes, tho' no light was near; 

4 __ That ev'n the act became a violation. 

yr. He's ſtrangely thou rhiful.:. 

Oed. Hark who was that ? Ha! Creon, didſt thou call a 

SEE Creon. Not I, my gracious Lord, nor any here. 

EY Died. That's ſtrange ! methougle heard a doleful voice 
"PH Cry'd Oedipus.—— The Prophet bad me jeep ; 

_ He talk of Dreams and Viſions, and to moirow / 

111 muſe no more on't, come what will or can, 

My thoughts are clearer than unclouded Stars ; „ . 
And with thoſe thoughts 11] reſt: Crcon, good night. LE. with Ham. 
Cre. Sleep ſeal your Eyes, Sir, etcrnal leep. 8 
But if he muſt ſleep and wake again, O all 
Tormenting Dreams, wild horrors of the Night, 

And Hags of Fancy wing him through the air: 
From precipices hur] him headlong down; 
_ Charybais roar, and Death be ſet before him. 
Alc. Your Curſes have already ta'en effect; 
For he looks very fad. 
Cre. May he be rooted, where he ſands for erer; ; DD 
Dy - | — - £3iS 
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His Eye-balls never move, brows be unbent, 
His Blood, his Entrails, Liver, Heart and Bowls, 
Be blacker than the Place 1 wiſh him, Hell. 
Pyr. No more: you tear your ſelf, but vex not him. 
Merhinks ” were brave this Night to force the Temple, 
While blind Tireſias conjures up the Fiends, 
And paſs the time with nice Euridice. 
Ale. Try promiſes, and threats, and if all fail, 
Since Hell's broke looſe, why ſhould not you be mad ? 
Raviſd, and leave her dead with her Adraſtus. 
Fre. Were the Globe mine, I'd give a Province hourly 
or ſuch another thought. Luſt, and Revenge! 
To ſtab at once the only Man 1 hate, . 
And to enjoy the Woman whom | love! 7” 


| I ask no more of my auſpicious Stars, 


Ihe reſt as Fortune pleaſe; ſo but this Night 

She Play r me fair, why [ct her turn for ever. 

: Enter Hæ mon. 
| Hemon. My Lord, the troubled King is gone to reſt; 
Vet, cer he ſlept, commanded me to clear 
The Antichambers : none muſt dare be near him. 
Creon. Hemon, * do your Duty; 
And we obey. The night grows yet more dreadful ! J 
Tis juſt that all retire to their Devotions; 
The Gods are angry: but to morrow's dawn, 


If Prophets do not lye, will make all clear. 525 1 they 90 of. 


Gepe Enters, walking aflcep in his ſhirt, with a Dagger in 5 
e hand, and a T aper in his left. 
e o, my Pecaſta . tis for this the wet 
tary” 4 Soldier lies all night on the cold ground; 
For this he bears the Storms = 
Of Winter Camps, and freezes in his Arms : 
Io he thus circled, to be thus embrac az 
That I cou'd hold thee ever ! — Ha ! where art thou ? 
What means this melancholly jighr, that ſeems 
Ihe gloom of glowing Embers? 
The Curtain's drawn; and ſee he s here again! 
Feeaſta ? Ha! what, fall'n aſleep fo ſoon? 
H fares my Love ? this T aper will inform me. 
Ha! Lightning blaſt me, Thunder 
| Rivet me ever to Promethens Rock, 
And Vultures gnaw out my inceſtuous heart, 
By all the Gods! my Mother Aferope! 
My Sword, a Dagger; Ha! who waits there? Slaves, 
My Sword : what, Hemon, dat'ſt thou, Villain, ſtop me? 
With thy own Ponyard 1 Ha who 5 this? 


Or 


— Thunder. 
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e 


Or is't a Change of Death? By all my Honours, 


New Murder; thou haſt ſlain old Polybas - 


' Inceſt and Parricide, thy Father's Murderer : 1 
Out thou Infernal Flame: Now all is dark, 5 
All blind and dimal: Moſt Triumphant Miſchief ! 15 


And now, while thus | ſtalk about the Room, | Es 
I challenge Fate to find another Wretch | 8 5 
Like Oedipus. ; 1 Thunder, Kc. 
| Enter Jocaſta, And with Lights, ina „ Niche W 
Oed. Night, Horrour, Death, Conſuſion, Hell and Furies! 


Where am I? © Jocaſt a, let me hold thee : 
Thus to my Boſom, Ages; let me graſp thee : : 
All that the hardeſt temper' 'd weather'd Fleſh, 
With fierceſt Humane Spirit inſpir'd can dare 
Or do, I dare: But, O you Pow'rs, this was 
By infinite degrees too much for Man. 
Methinks my deafn'd Ears 
Are burſt; my Eyes, as if they had hom knock d 
By ſome tempeſtuous Hand, ſhoot Haſhing Fire, 1 
That ſleep ſhould do this! TT. 


Jc. Then my Fears were true. 


| Methought I heard a Voice, and yet J doubted, 
No roaring like the Ocean, when the Winds 
Fight with the Waves ; z now in a ſtill ſmall Tone 


Your dying Accents fell, as racking Ships, 


After the dreadful Yell, fink warnen down, 
And bubble up a Noſe. _ 


Oed. Truſt me, thou faireſt, beſt of all thy Kind, 


None cer in Dreams was tortur'd ſo before; 
vet what moſt ſhocks the niceneſs of my Temper, 


Ev'n far beyond the Killing of my Father, 
And my own Death, is, that this horrid Sleep 


Daſh x my ſick Fancy with an Act of Inceſt : 

I dreamt, Jocaſta, that thou wert my Mother; 
Which, though impoſſible, ſo damps my Spirits, 
That I con'd do a Miſchief on my ſelf, 

| Leſt I ſhould fleep, and dream the like again. 


Foc. O Oedipus, too well I underſtand you! 


1 know the Wrath of Heav'n, the Care of hebe, 


The Cries of its Inbabitants, War's Toils, 
And Thouſand other Labours of the State, 


| Are all referr'd to you, and ovght to take you 


For ever from Focaſta, _ 

Oed. Life of my Lite, and Treafare of ws Soul! 
Heav'n knows I love the. 

Joc. Oh! You think me vile, 
And of enen ſo ignoble, - 


* 


Jö;— DB AUS 
That I muſt hide me from your Eyes for ever. : 
Be witneſs, Gods; and ſtrike Jocaſta 2 1 ba 4 
Ik an immodeſt Thought, or low Deſire. | 
 Inflam'd my Breaſt, ſince firſt our Loves were lighted. - 


Oed. Oh, riſe; and add not, by thy cruel Kindneſs, | 


A Grief more ſenfible than all my Torments. 


Thou think'ſt my Dreams are forg'd : But, By thy tel, | . 


The greateſt Oath, I ſwear, they are moſt true. 
But be they what they will, I here dilmiſs 'em : 
Be gone Chimera's, to your Mother Clouds: 
Is there a Fault in us? Have we not ſearch' d 
The Womb of Heay'n, examin d all the Entrails | 


Of Birds and Beaſts, and tir'd the Propher's Art? > 


Fett what avails? He, and the Gods together, | 
: ly like Phyſicians, at a loſs to help us: . 
T herefore, like Wretches that have linger 1 long, 
Well ſnatch the ſtrongeſt Cordial of our Love. 
Jo bed, my Fair. 

| Gboſt within. Oedipus || 

Oed. Ha! Who calls 7 
' Didft thou not hear a Voice? 
.  Zoc. Alas! I did. 1 5 
Ghoſt. Jocaſta! 
_ Foc. O my Love, my Lord, ſupport 87 
Oed. Call lowder, till you burſt your Airy Forms 
Reſt on my Hand. Thus arm'd with Innocence, | 
Fi! face theſe babling Demons of the Air: : 
In ſpight of Ghoſts, I'll on. _ e 
Though round my Bed the Faris plant their Charms, 


[ Kxeeling. 
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Tl break em, with Jocaſts in my Arms: «© $ 
9 laſp'd i in the Folds of Love, Til wait my Doom ; 13 i 
And act {my rs _ Thunder make the Room. [ Exennt. 5 
ACT ml s c E. N 2 x. 7 

4 Dark on. i 1 


Enter Creon. 
Cre. 
4 Dio. What mean you by theſe Words? 


A  rhinking Soul is Puniſhment enough : 

But when 'tis great, like mine, and wretched too, 

Thea every Thought draws Blood. dne e 067, 
Dio. You are not wretched. 5 


1 8 better not to hs. than to "a en 


Cre. 'Tis better not to'be, than to be cin, 
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Cre. I am: My Soul's ill married to my Body. ] 


1 would be young, be handſom, be belov'd: 
Cou'd I but breathe my ſelf into Adraſtus ——— 


Dioc. You rave: Call home your Thoughts. 
Cre, 1 prithee, let my Soul take Air a while : 
Were ſhe in Oedipus, I were a 1 


T)nhen I had kill'd a Monſter, gain d a Battel, 
And had my Rival Pris'ner: 28 brave Actions 
Why have not I done theſe? 


Dioc. Your Fortune hinder * 
Cre. There's it: I have a Soul to do em . 


But Fortune will have nothing done that's great, 
But by young, handſom Fools: Body and Brawn 
Do all her Work. Hercules was a Fool, | 
And ſtreight grew famous; a mad boylterous Fool; 


Nay worſe, a Woman's Fool. 5 
Fool is the Stuff, of which Heav'n makes a Hero. 
Diec. A Serpent ne er becomes a flying Dragon, 


- Till he has eat a Serpent. 


Exe. Goes it there! 


1 underſtand thee, 1 mult kill Adraſtus. 


Diec. Or not enjoy your Miſtreſs : 


| Eurydice and he are Pris'ners here, 8 
But will not long be ſo; this Tell. tale Ghoſt, 
Perhaps, will clear em both. 4 


Cre. Well, tis reſolv'd. 


Dioc. The Princeſs walks this way; 
Yoy mult not meet her, 


: T il this be done. 


Cre. I muſt. 
Dio. She hates your Sight 


And more fince you accus d her. 


Cre. Urge it not. 


I cannot ſtay to tell thee my Deſgn; 
For ſhe's too near. 1 


Enter Furydice. 


How, Madam; were your Thoughts mpioy d? 


Eur. On Death, and thee. | 
Cre. Then were they not well ſorted: Life and me 


Had been the better Match. 


Eur. No; I Was thinking 
On two the moſt deteſted things in Nature 3 5 
And they are Death and thee. 


Cre, The Thought of Death, to one near Death, ts dreadful: 


Oh, tis a fear ful thing to be no more, 
Or if to be, to wander after Death; 55 2 
To walk, as Spirits do, in Brakes all Day 3 ” 


Jour tender Form to Atoms. 


8 Muſt be no mare the Object of Deli ITC, 


1 1 his for Eurydice, theſe for her es 
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And when the Darkneſs comes, toglide in Paths 
That lead to Graves; and in the ſilent Vault, 
Vl here lies your own pale Shrowd, to hover o'er it, 
Striving to enter your forbidden Corps; Qi 
And often, often, vainly breathe your Ghoſt 
_ Into your lifeleſs Lips: 
Then, like a lone, benig hted Traveller, 
Shut out from . ſhall your Groans be anſwer d 
By whiſtling Winds, whoſe every Blaſt will ſhake 


Ear. Muſt be this thin being? and thus wander; 4 
: No Quiet after Death! _ 
Cre. None: You muſt leave _ 

This beauteous Body; all this Youth and Freſhneſs 


But a cold Lump of Clay; 
Which then your diſcontented Ghoſt will tere, 
And loath its former Lodging. 
This is the beſt of what comes after Death, 
Evin to the beſt. 
Eur, What then ſhall be thy Lat 2 
Eternal Torments, Baths of boiling e! $ 
|  Viciſlitudes of Fires, and then of Froſts; 
And an old Guardian Fiend, ugly as thou art, 
io hollow in thy Ears at every Laſh, 
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Ce. For her Adraſtus! | 0 | 1 

Eur. Ves; for her Adraſtus . ES 1 = #3 

1 For Death ſhall ne'er divide us. Death 4 What 5 Death? Mc 

Dio. You ſeem'd to fear it. — 

Eur. But I more fear Creon- 

. To take that hunch-back'd Monſter 1 in my Arms; 5 
Th Excreſcence of a Ma. 

Dio. to Cre. See what you? ve gain 4. - 
Eur. Death only can be dreadful to the Bad: iO 5 

Io Innocence, tis like a Bug- bear, dreſs d „ _— 

Io fright'n Children: Pull but off his Muſeu, 1 
And he'll appear a Friend. POR 555 3 

Tre. Vou talk too flightly „5 HE 

of Death and Hell. Let me akem 3 8 1 eg 
Eur. You beſt can tell the News of your own Country. | 5 3 
Dio. Nay, now you are too ſharp. - oy - Bo 
Eur. Can I be ſo to one who has accus d me _ 

Of Murder, and of Parricide ? | 
Cre. You provok'd me. 

and yet I only did thus far accuſe you, 2 

As next of Blood to Laus: Be advis d, 

And you may live. 5 
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E The Mears 
Cre. Tis offer'd you. 


EBIT Us. 


The Fool Adraſtus has accus'd bimſelf.. 


Exr. He has indeed, to take the Guilt from me. 
Cre. He ſays he loves you; if he does, tis well: 


| He ne er cou'd prove lt in a better time. 
Eur. Then Death muſt be his Recompenſe for Lore! 


Cre. Tis aFool's juſt Reward; 


The Wile can make a better Uſe of Life: 5 
But tis the Young Man's Pleaſure, his ambition : : 
I grudge him not that Favour. N 


Eur. When he's dead, 


Where ſhall I find his — r 


Cre. Every where. 


Fine empty things, like him, 
The Court ſwarms Nun em. 
Fine fighting things; in Camps they are ſo common, 


Crous feed on nothing elſe: klenty of Fools; 


And Fortune ſtill takes care they ſhou'd be ſeen : hn 


A Glut of 'em in 7 hebes. 


She places em aloft, o' th' 10 050 Spoke 


Of all her Wheel. Fools are the daily Work 
Of Nature; her Vocation: If ſhe form 


A Man, ſhe loſes byt; tis too expenſive; 


; 1 wou'd make ten Fools: A Man's a 8 

Eur. That is, a Creon. O thou black Detractor, 
Who ſpitt'ſt thy Venom againſe Gods and Man! 

Thou Enemy of Eyes! 


Thou who Jov'ſ nothing, but what nothing loves ; ; 
And that's thy ſelf / Who haſt conſpired _ - 


My Life and Fame, to make me loath d by all, 


And only fit for thee. 


But for Adraſtuss Death, good Gods! his Death . 
What Curſe {hall I invent? 


= 


Dio. No more; he's here. 
Eur. He ſhall be ever here. 


He wou'd give his Life, give up his Fame 


Enter Adraſtus. 
If all the bacellence of Womankind | 
Were mine; — No, 'tis too little all for him. 
Were I made up of endleſs, engle!: 3 Joys - — 
Auaraſt. And fo thou art. 


The Man who loves like me, 


Wou'd think ev'n Infamy, the worſt of Ils, 


Were cheaply purchas'd, were thy Love the Prize : 


Uncrownd, a Captive, nothing left but Honour; 
'Tis the laſt thing a Pri ince ſhould Row away; 


TA 8 | 


But 


_ —_— r — "_ 7 5 2 0 


Tis for thy Princeſs all. 


8 


And laſt it = be kept. 
Tre. to Dio. Work him, be tire, 


To Rage; he's paſſionate : 
Make him th' Aggreſſor. 


Dio. O falſe Love! Falſe Honour! 

_ Cre. Diſſembled both, and falſe! 

Adraſt. Dar'ſt thou lay thus to me?? 
Cre. To you! Why, what are you, that I would fear you 7 


I am not Lajns - Hear me, Prince of Argos; 
You give what s nothing, when you give your Honour; 5 
Tis gone; 'tis loſt in Battel. For your Love, 
Vows made in Wine are not fo falſe as that: 
Voou kill'd her Father; you confeſs'd you did : 
1 mighty Argument to prove your Paſſion to the Daughter ' 


Adraſt. aſide. Gods! Mult I bear this Brand, and not t retort | 


. The Lye to his foul Throat! 


Dio. Baſely, you kil'd him. 
Adraſt. aſide. Oh, I burn inward ; my Blood 8 all 0 fre q 


Alcides, when the poyſon d Shirt ſate cloſeſt, 
Had but an Ague. fit to this my Fever. 
Vet, for Eurydice, ev'n this I'll ſuffer, 


To fros my Love — Well then, I killa him baſely. 
Cre. Fairly, I'm ſure you cou d not. 
Dio. Nor alone. | 
Cre. You had your Fellow · Thieves about you, Prince 'L 


They conquer'd, and you kill'd. 


Adraſt. aſide "Down, welling Heart! 
O my EZurydice! 
Fur d. to him. Reproach not thus the Weakneſs of my Sex: 4 


[Ts 1 


As if i cou'd not bear a ſhameful Death, 
Rather than ſee you burden'd with a Crime, 


Of which I know you free. 
Cre. You do ill, Madam, _ 
Jo let your head- Jong Love triumph e o'er Nature. 


255 Dare you defend your Father's Murderer? 


Zur. You know he killd him not. 

Cre. Let him ſay ſo. 

Dio. See, he ſtands mute. 
Cre. O Pow'r of Conſcience ev'n in wicked Men! f 


It works, it ſtings, it will not let him utter 
One Syllable, one, no to clear himſelf 


From the moſt baſe, deteſted, horrid Act 


| That e'er cou'd ſain A Villain, not a Prince. 


Adraſt. Ha! Villain! 
Die. Eccho to him, Groyes : Cry Villain. 


To whom this Grove is hallow'd, have inſpir d you: 


Art Let me « conliet* f . 1 murder — 


| Thus like a Villain? © 


Cre. Beſt revoke your Words, 


| And ſay, you kill'd him not. 


Adr. Nat like a Villain: Prithee change me e that, 


: For any other Lye. 


Dio. No, Villain, Villain. 
| Cre. You kill'd him not: Proclaim your Innocence; 5 


| Accuſe the Princeſs : So I knew twou'd be. 


Adr. I thank thee, thou inſtruct ſt me: 


No matter how I kill'd him. 


Cre. aſide. Cool'd again. 
Eur. Thou who uſurp'lt the ſacred Name of Conſcience, 


Did not thy own declare him innocent? 
To me declare him ſo? The King ſhall know it. 


Cre. You will not be believ'd, for T'll forſwear it. 
Eur. What's now thy Conſcience 7 F 
Cre. Tis my Slave, my Drudge, my liebte Glove 3 * 


My upper Garment, to put on, throw off, 
As I think beſt : Pis my obedient Conſcience. 


Adr. Infamous Wretch! 
| Cre. My Conſcience ſhall not do me the ill Office 


Io ſave a Rivals Life: When thou art dead, 
(us dead thou ſhalt be, or be yet n more baſe. 
Than thou think'ſt me, 
Ey ſorfeiting her Life, to ſave thy own- 
Know this, and let it grate thy very Soul, 
She ſhall be mine; (ſhe is, if Vows were binding:) 
Mark me; the Fruit of all thy Faith and paſſion, 
Ev'n of thy fooliſh Death, ſhall all be mine. 


5 


Adr. I lie ſay'ſt thou, Monſter ? 


Shall my Love be thine? 

Oh, I can bear no more! 

Thy cunning Engines have with Labour rais 4 
My heavy Anger, like a mighty Weight, 


To fail, and puſh thee dead. 


See here thy Nuptials ; ſee, thou raſh Ixion, OJ 
Thy promis'd Juno vaniſh'd in a Cloud, «© I 

And in her room avenging Thunder rolls, 
Ek _ thee thus. Come both. 


e. Tis what I wiſhd: _ | 5 | Both draw. 


3 foe whole Arm can launch the furer Bolt, 
And who's the better 50e. 


Eur. Help; Murder; help! 


Enter Hæmon and Guards, run bet wi xt them, and beat down has Swords. 


Hem. Hold, hold your impious Hands: I think the Furies, 


NOW; 


30 0 Dor 
Now, by my Soul, the holieſt Earth of 7 bes +. % | 
You have prophan'd with War. Nor Tree, nor Plant 
Grows here, but what is fed with Magick Juice; = 
Al fall of Humane Souls, that cleave their Barks, 
To dance at Midnight, by the Moon's pale Beams 
At leaſt two hundred Years theſe reverend Shades 
Have known no Blood, but of black Sheep and Oxen, | 
Shed by the prieſt's own Hand, to Proſerpine. 
Adraſt. Forgive a Stranger's — 1 knew not 
The Honours of the Place. 
Hm. Thou, Creon, didſt. 
Not Oedipus, were all his Foes irs lods' d, 
Duff violate the Religion of theſe Crore 
To touch one ſingle Hair; but muſt, uoarm'd, 


parle, as in Truce, or ſurlily avoid 

1 What moſt he long'd to kill. 5 

eee 1 drew pot firſts. „„ = LO 9 
= But in my own Defence. or Wat = TE | -_ 
[ Acdraſt. I was provok'd 1 „ 
1 Beyond Man's Patience: All e cou'd urge, „ = 
Was us'd, to kindle one not apt to bear. Doe _—_— 
ö „ 'Tis Oedipus, not I, muſt judge this AR: | 5 Ee 
0 Lord Creon, you and Diocles retire, I 
b :--- Tireſiar, and the Brotherhood of Prieſts, 7. ee eee = 
1 Approach the place: None at theſe Rites aſt, 55 . e . 
i But you th Accus d: who, by the Mouth of Lays Ee, —_ 


g Mult be abſolv'd, or doom'd. _ . 4 
* Adraſt. 1 bear my Fortune. VVV —_ 
3 Fur. And I Plovok d my T OY ” = 
l . Ham. Tis at hand: . | = N 
Por ſee, the Prophet comes, with Ver vain crowr 'd; 5 1 
4 The Prieſts with Yeugh; a venerable Band _..... 
We leave you to the Gods. [Exit Hemon, with Creon 2 and Diocles. 1 
Ent er Tireſias, lea by Manto : The Prieſts fellow ; „ all cloathed in 8 


long black. Habits. 
Tir: Approach, ye Lovers ; POL 
15 fated Pair! whom ſeeing not, 1 know : 
This Day your kindly Stars in Heav'n were join „„ 5 
When, loe, an envious Planet interpos'd, : 
And threaten'd both with Death. I fear, I fear, 
Eur. Is there no God ſo much a Friend to Love, 
| Who can controul the Malice of our Fate? = „„ 
Are they all deaf? Or have the Giants Heav'n? , "Z 
Iiir. The Gods are juſt. ——— apts — 
But nov. can Finite meaſure Infinite? 
Reaſon] alas, it does not know it ſelt! 
pet et Man, vain Man, won d with this ſhore lin'd plummet, 


Fathom 


4 


want the Ule of Sight! — 
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Fathom the vaſt aby of Heav'nly juſtice. 
Whatever is, is in it Cauſes juſt, 


Since all things are by Fate. But purblind Man : 


Sees but a part e th' Chain, the neareſt Links; 
is Eyes not carrying to that equal Beam 
That poizes all above. 


Eur. Then we muſt die! 15 

Tir. The Danger's imminent this Dav. 

Acdraſt. Why then there's one Day leſs for Humane Us: ; 
And who out! moan himfelf for ſuffering that, 


Which in a Day muſt paſs ? Something, or r nothing — ö 
hall be what I was again, before 
I was Adraſtus. = ER 5 
Penurious Heav'n ! Canſt thou not add a Night OE „ 
To our one Day? Give me a night with her, 
And Til give all the reſt. 


7 ir. She broke her You, | 
-irſt made to Creen. But the time calls on : 5 
And Lajuss Death muſt now be made more Plain. 
ow loth I am to have recourſe to Rites 
So full of Horrour, that I once rejoyce | 


8 Pr. The Ceremonies "=p es 
Zir. Chuſe the darkeſt part o' thi Grove, 
Such as Ghoſts at Noon-day loye. 
Dig a Trench, and dig it nigh 
Wherc the Bones of Lajus Ne: 


Altars rais'd, of Turf or Stone, 
Will th inen Pow rs have none. 


Anſwer me, if this be done? 
at Pr. Tagen 
Tir Is the Sacrifice made fir? 


= Draw her backward to the Pit: 


Draw the barren Heyfer back; 


Barren let her be, and black. 


Cut the curled Hair that grows 
Full betwixt her Horns and Brows : 


And turn your Faces from the Sun. 
Anſwer me, if this be done? 


All Pr. 'Tis gone. 
Tir. pour in Blood, and Blood like we, 


To Mother Earth, and Proſerpine : ; 
Mingle Milk into "the Stream; 


Feaſt the Ghoſts that love the steam: 


Snatch a Brand from Funeral-pite; 
Toſs it in to make em boil: 
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And heave it up: . pant and ſtick hall 1 
[The Stage wholh darkeed | 


1 : o EDI PS 
And turn your Faces from the Sun; 
Anſwer me if all be done? 


All Pr. Allis due. : 1. of Thunder; and F Ute, of Lightning ; 5 


then n below the Stage. 
 Manto. 0 what Laments are thoſe? 
Tir. The Groans of Ghoſts, that cleave the Earth with pain: 


Manto. A now a fdden dackneſs covers all. 


True genuine Night: Night added to the eee 


The Fogs are blown full in the Face of Heaven. 
Fir. Am I but half obey'd : Infernal Gods, 


Muſt you have Muſick too ? then tune your Voices, 
And let em have ſuch ſounds as Hell ne er heard, 
75 Since Orpheus brib'd the Shades. e 5 


Muſick firſt Then Sing. 


1. Hear, ye ſullen Pow'rs below : * 
Hear, ye T athers of the dead. 
: 2. You that boiling Cauldrons blow, 
: 2 ou that ſcum the molten Lead. 
3. Tou that Pinch with red-hot Tongs ;, 
1. You that drive the trembling 2 
Of poor, poor Ghoſts, 
NMith your ſharpen's Prong; 
: 4. You that thruſt em off the brim. 
3. You that plunge em when they ſwim : ; 
1. « Til they drown ; 
Till they go 
On a row 
Down, down, down, 
Tien thouſand thenland. thouſand Fadoms low. | 
” Chorus. Till they drown, &C. 7 
1. Muſic for a while 
Shall your Cares begmile - 
Mondring how your Pains were eas 5 
2. And diſdaining to be pleas 4; : 
3. Till Alecto free the dead 
— Prom their eternal bands; . 
Till the Snakes drop from her Head, 
And whip from out her Hands. 
2. Come away, 
Do not ſtay, 
But obey 
While we play, 
For Hell's broke up, and Ghoſts have fai de. 
Chorus. Come away; GC. 


I through. 
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nme 33 
[A flaſh of Lightning: the stage is made bright; and 
the Ghoſts are ſeen paſling betwixt the Trees. 
1. Lajus! 2. Lajus! 3. Lajus! 
1. Hear! 2. Hear! 3. Hear! 
Tir. Hear and appe ar: 
By the Fates that ſpun thy thread ; 
Cho. Which are three. 
Tir. By the Furies fierce, and dread ; 
Cho. Which are three. 
Tir. By the Fudges of the dead; 
Cho. Which are three. 
7 Three times three. 
Tir. By Hell's blew flame; 
By the Stigian Lake 3 * 
Aud by Demogorgon's name 
At which Ghoſts quake, 
Hear and e. 


9 (7 bs Ghoſt 7 Lai jus 1 arm d in hs 0 1 as he was an. . | [ 
= behind his Chariot ſit the three who were murder d with him. Ee | 
| loſt of Lajus. Why haſt thou drawn me from my Pains below, — 
II o ſuffer worſe above: to ſee the Day, 
And Thebes more hated ? Hell is Heav'n to Thebes „ 1 | 
Tor Pity ſend me back, where I may hide, % 8 —— 
©" In willing night, this ignominious head: JJ. 1 
In Fell J ſhun the publick Scorn ; and then SS | 
They hunt me for their Sport, and hoot me as I fly : | 
| Behold ey'n now they grin at my gor d ſide, . 
| And chatter at my wounds, 
= Tir, I pity thee, 
> Tell me why Thebes is for thy Death accurſt, 
And I'll unbind the Charm. 
_ Ghoſt. O ſpare my ſhame. 
Fs Tir. Are theſe two innocent? ” 
. Ghoſt. Of my Death they are. VV! al | 
But he who holds my Crown, Oh, muſt I ſpeak | 155 : " 
Was doom'd to do what Nature moſt abhors. 
- The Gods foreſawit; and forbad his Being, 
> Before he yet was born. broke their Laws, 
5 And cloath'd with Fleſh his pre-exiſting Soul, 
1 Some kinder Pow'r, too weak for deſtiny, 1 
= Took pity, and indu'd his new-form'd Maſs EY | 
With Temperance, Juſtice, Prudence, Fortitude, 
And every Kingly Vertue ; but in vain. 
For Fate, that ſent him hood-wink'd to the World, 
 Perform'd its Work by his miſtaking hands. 
As les thou Who murder me? twas Oedipus ; 
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Who ſtains my Bed with Inceſt ? Oedipus - 


34 OEDIPUS. 


For whom then are you curſt, but Oedipxs ! 

He comes; the Parricide : I cannot bear him: 

My Wounds ake at him: Oh his Murd'rous breath | 

Venoms my aiery ſubſtance ! hence with him, 


Baniſh him; ſweep him out; the Plague he bears 

Will blaſt your fields, and mark his way with ruine. 
_ From Thebes, my Throne, my Bed, let him be driven; . i 
: 00 you ford! d him Earth, and 1'il forbid him Heaven. (ob aid. 5 


Enter Oedipus, Creon, Hezmon, Ge. 
Oed. What's this! Methough ſome peſtilential blaſt 
Strook me juſt entring ; and {ome unſeen hand 


- Struggled to puſh me backward ? tell me why 
My hair ſtands briſtling up, why my fleſhtrembles ' 
Lou ſtare at me! then Hell has been among ye, 


And ſome lag Fiend yet ſingers in the Grove. 
Vr. What Omen ſaw it thou entiing : 5 
Ded. A young Stork, _ 


That bore his aged parent on fils Back; 


Till weary with The weight, he ſhoke him or 
And Peck d out both his Eyes. 
Aar. Oh, Oedipus! _ 
Fur. Oh, wretched Ocdipms 
Tr. O, Fatal Nigg 
Oed. What mean this Exclamations of x my Name! > : 
thank the Gods no ſecret thoughts reproach me : 


No; I dare challenge Heaven to turn me outward, 
And ſhake my Soul quite empty in your ſight, | 


Then wonder not that I can bear unmov'd 


"Theſe fix d regards, and ſilent threats of Eyes: f : 
A generous fierceneſs dwells with innocence, 


And Conſcious Vertue is allow'd ſome pride. 
Tir. Thou know'lt not what thou ſay'ſt. 
Oed. What mutters he! tell me, Zurydice - 


Thou ſhak ſt; thy Soul's a Woman. Speak, ee. 1285 


And boldly, as thou mer'ſt my Arms in Fight ; 


Dar'ſt thou not ſpeak, why then tis bad indeed 

Tireſias, thee l ſummon by the Prieſt- hood, 
Tell me what news from Hell; where Lajus Points, 
And who's the guilty Head? | 


Tir. Let me not anſwer. 
Oed. Be dumb then, and betray thy n native 80 
To farther Plagnes. 
Tir. I dare not name him to thee. 
Oed · Dar'ſt thou converſe witk Hell, and can . lear 


An humane name? 


"= Urge mz no more to tell a thing, » which known 


Wou'd 
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= Wou'd make thee more unhappy : twill be mo De 
= Tho' I am filent. 18 


Oed. Old and Obſtinate! Thin thou thy ſelf + 


Art Author or Accomplice of this Murther, 


And ſhun'ſt the Juſtice, which by Publick ban 


= Thou haſt incurr'd. 


Tir, O, if the guilt were mine 


It were not half ſo great: know, FIR Man, SHEDS 


Thou only, thou art ) ; thy 01 own Curſe | 


Falls heavy on thy elf. 
Oed. Speak this again! 


But: ſpeak it to the W ads when they are « loudeſt; 


Or to the raging Seas, they A hear as ane 


and ſooner wil believe. 


Tir, Then hear me Heaven, 


bor bluſhing thou haſt ſeen it 1 75 me Earth, 


Whoſe hollow Womb could not contain this Murder, 


But ſent it back to 8 5 and thou Hell, hear me, 
| Who OWn black 8ea has iir mid vhs horrid trutt, 


Jedipus murther'd J. ors 64 3 FE an a 
Ded. Rot tne Tongue, - 1 1 . 


An blaſted he the Mouth that ſpoke that en ' 29 3 7 


ou blind of Sight, but thou more blind of Soul. 

Tir, Thy Parents thought not ſo. TRE 

Na, Who were my Parents ? 

ir. Thou ſhalt know too ſoon. 

Oed. Why ſeek I truth from the? 
The ſmiles of Courtiers, and the Harlats tears, : 
The Tradeſemens Oaths, and Mourning of an n Heir, 
are truths to what Prleſts tell. 

2 7 has Prieſthood Priviledge to lye, 


d yet to be bellev d thy age protects thee. — Fry wr 
To Thou canſt not kill me; tis not in thy Fate, 3 


5 'twas to kill thy Father, wed thy Mother ; 
And beget Sons, thy B Brothers. | 
Ded. Riddles, Riddles! OY Ihe 
"Tir, Thou art thy felf a Riddle; 2 perplexi 
Obſcure Enigma, which when thou: unty 6, 


Thou malt be found and loſt, 


Ded. Impoſſible !. + ni 
Adraſtus, ſpeak and as thou art a King, 


= Whole Royal word is ſacred, clear my Fame. 


Adr. Woud I cou 0 
Oed. Ha, wilt cho; 12 can that PJ cheian Vic 
Ok Lying mount to Kings! can they be t. faints: ed! 


Then truth is loſt on Earth. N nt 


Tre. The Cheats too groſs: . 


= — — —— ———————— ! 
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Aaraſtus 
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Adraſtur is his Oracle, and he, 1 | 
The pious Jugler, but Adraſtus Organ. 
Oed. 'Tis plain the Prieſt's ſubborn'd to free the Pris” ner. 

Cre. And turn the guilt on you. 
Oed. O, honeſt Creon, how haſt thou been bely d * 
Eur. Hear me. 
cre. She's brib'd to fave her Lovers Life. 
Adr. If Oedipus thou think ſ.—— 5 
Cre. Hear him not ſpeak. 
Ar. Then hear theſe holy Men, 
Cre. Prieſts, Prieſts, all blib , all Prieſts, 
Oed. Adraſtus I have found thee. 


The malice of a vanquiſh'd Man has ſeiz'd thee. e nl oe 1 


80 old, and yet ſo wicked. lye for gain; Ei its - 
And gain ſo ſhort as age can promiſe thee! VVV 


Exceeds thy pointed hour: re member Lajus - 
No more; if e er we meet again, twill be 

In mutual darkneſs; we ſhall feel before us 

FT 0 reach each others hand; 5 Remember Lajus. 5 


Remember Lajus | ' that 8 the burthen ſtill: 
 Murther and Inceſt ! but to hear em nam 4 | 
My Soul ftarts in me: the good Sentinel 
Stands to her weapons; takes the firſt Alarm 


Then I walk d ſleeping, in ſome frightful Dream, 


Adr. If Envy and not Truth - 
0 I'll hear no more : away with him. bs. 

[Hzmon takes him off by force : Creon and Eurydice folow. _ 
TA Why ſtand'ſt thou here, Impoſtor ! To = © 


Tir. So ſhort a time as I have yet to live | 


[Ex. Tireſas Prieſt folow. $ . 
Oe Solws.” 7, 1 


To guard me from ſuch Crimes. —— Did ! kill Le 3 


My Soul then ſtole my Body out by night, = 
And brought me back to Bed e er Morning-wake. 
It cannot be ev'n this remoteſt way, 


For two Jock Crimes! —— was Tun us d to ye? 7 


PI 


But t ſome cars hint * baron forwardnow; _- 


— Oh my arge; VVV 
Enter Jocaſa. _ 
2 Why at are you thus Aiſturb'q? OE by 
Oed. Why would'ſt thou think it? N 2 
No leſs than Murder? —_— 
7c. Murder? what of Murder? 
Oed. Is Murder then no more? add Parricide, 
And Inceſt ; bear not theſe a Ag found? 
Tec. Alas! 
Ued. How poor a pity is Alas, 


1 


Foe G88 n &% 
One who abhor'd a = Whom ac; Xo. 
W 2:4. Then he has goe Wat Qi lity 1 
ne charges me but why accuſe 1 him FF. 
did not hear him ſpeak it: they accuſe me; 
he Prieſt, Adraſtus and Eurydice, 
of Murdering Lajus.—.— Tell me while I think on t nn 
as old Tireſias praQtis'd long this Trade ? OR ns 
= Y7oc. What Trade? 
Oed. Why this foretelling Trade. 
7 7oc- For many Years 
Oed. Has he before this day accus'd n me! 2 
SY Joc. Never, 
Oed. Have you cer this inquir d, who did this Murder * £ 
= 7oc. Often; but ſtill in vain. _ 
CE Oed. I am fatisfy'd. „„ | 
(87777 Then tis an infant lye ; but one ne day * 
The Oracle takes place before the Prieſt; 
Ihe blood of Lajus was to Murder Lau. 3 
I'm not of Lajuss blood. 25 
Pa | Foc. Ev'n Oracles | = | 
Are always doubtful, aud are often forgd: 
Lajus had one, which never was fulfill d, 
Nor exer can be now! 
Oed. And what foretold WE: 
ioc. That he ſhou'd have a Son by me, fore-doom d 
The Murderer of his Father: true indeed, | 
A Son was born; but to prevent that Crime, 
The wretched Infant of a guilty Fate, | 
| Bor'd through his untyr'd Feet, and bound with Cords, 
On a bleak Mountain, naked was exposd: 
The King himſelf liv'd many, many years 
And found a different Fate ; : 'by Robbers Murder d. 
: Where three ways meet : yet theſe are Oncken 5 
= And this the Faith we owe em. 
Dead. Say ſt thou, Woman? 
| 15 By Heav'n "thou haſt wakn'd ſomewhat 1 in me, 
-- That ſhakes my e ee 
Joc. What, new diſturbance! , . 
Oed. Methought thou ſaid ſt, - (or do 1 dream thou aid ſt it P | 
This Murder was on Lajus's Perſon a done, 5 
Where three ways meet! + Ba 
Foc. So common fame reports. 
Oed. Wou'd it had ly'd. 
2 oc. Why, good my Lord? 
= Oed. No Queltions : 
= 'Tis bulie time "With me; ape wine firſt; 
£1 PETIT: | 2 


He kneel'd, and trembling, beg dIwoud diſmiſs him: 


ay where, where was To OY ANTE 
Foc, Mean as e Murder ? 2 
Oed, Coudſt thou not anſwer e ae Murder? . 
ec. They ſay | in Phocide; on the Verge that parts it Dy 
From Daulia and from Delphos 
Oed. 801 How long! when happen'd this? 
Foe, Some little time before you came to 7 hebes, 
Ned. What will the Gods do with me! 
Zoe, What means that thought? 
Oed. Something: but 'tis not your turn to ark : 
How old was Lajus, what his ſhape, his ſtature, 
His Action and his Mien? quick, quick, your anfwer——— 85 
Joc. Big made he was, and tall: his port Was fierce, 5 
Exect his countenance : Manly Majeſty _ 
Sate in his front, and darted from his eyes, FIT 
| Commanding all he view'd : his hair juſt gie, 
As in a green old age: bate but his years, | 
Lon are his Picture? 
Cre. aſide. Pray Heav'n he drew. me not! * am I his Picture Y 
| Foc. So I have often told you. 
Oed. True, you have; i 
05 Add that to the reſt: how was the King 
Attended when he travell'd?- 2 
Joc, By four Servants: 
He went out privately. 
Oed. Well counted till; 1 
One ſcap'd I hear; what fince became of bim! 212 
Voc. When he beheld you firſt, as King in 7 PIP 


He had my leave; and now he lives retir'd. 
Oed. This Man mult be produc'd ; he muſt, ge. 
Foc. He ſhall— —-yet have I leave to ask you why 
Oed. Yes, you ſhall know: for where ſhould I e 
The Anguiſh of my Soul; but in your breaſt! Le 
T need not tell you Corinth claims my birth; 
My Parents Polybus and Merope, = 
Two Royal Names 3 their only Child am 1. 
It happen'd once; twas at a Bridal Feaſt, 
One warm with Wine, told me I was a Founding, 
Not the King's Son; I ſtung with this reproach, 
Strook him : my Father heard of it: the man 
Was made ask pardon; and the buſineſs huſut. 
- ae, "2 wa ſomewhat Rs 5 
Oed. And ſtrangely it perplext me. A 
i ſtole away to Delphes, and implor'd . | 4 
The God, to tell my certain Parentage. TT 
le bade me ſeek no farther: etwas . Fate Ir in!: 25 


*DEDIPVS. 
To kill my Fathers and pollute his Bed, 
By marrying her who bore me. 
Joc. Vain, vain Oracles ! 

Ded. But yet they frighted me; 

l lockt on Corinth as a place accurſt, 
Reſolv'd my deſtiny ſhould wait in valn; 
And never catch me there. 

Fuoc. Too nice a fear. 
Ded. Suſpend your thoughts, and fatter not : too ſoon. ; 
Juſt | in the place you nam'd, where three ways meet, 
And near that time, five perſons I encounter'd; 

One was too like, (Heay'n grant it prove not him) 

Whom you deſcribe for Lajxs : infolent 
And fierce they were, as men who liv'd on ſ poi! 
judg'd 'em Robbers, and by force repell d 
The force they us d: in ſhort, four men l flew - 

The fifth upon his knees demanding Life, 
My mercy gave it——bring me comfort now, 

{if I flew Lajus, what can be more wretched ! | 
From Thebes and you my curſe has baniſh' - Mme: 
From Corinth Fate. 

FPouoc. Perplex not thus your mind; 

My Husband fell by multitudes poco FR 

80 Phorbas ſaid: this Band you chanc'd to meet; 

And murder d not my Læjus, but reveng'd him. 
Ded. There's all my hope Let Phorbas tell me this 

: And [ ſhall live again !- 
To you good Gods, [ make my laſt appeal; 

Or clear my Virtues or my Crime reveal 

If wandring in the maze of Fate I run, - 
And backward trod the paths I ſought to ſhun, 
Impute my Errours to your own Decree; | 
My hands are Eoilty, 5 but my heart Is free. 


— 


F 


Hir, acmon, Cr reon. 


Pyr O ME buſineſs of 1 import that T rumph weare 
Go: You ſeem to go with; nor is it hard to gueſs 
When you are pleas'd by a malicious j joy : 
_ Whole red and fiery Beams caſt through y our Viſage 
A glowing pleaſure, Sure you ſmile revenge, 
Ang L cond Stadl hear. 


— 


40 I o EDIUS. 
py Ft Would'ſt thou believe 
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This giddy hair brain'd King, whom old 7; ireſias 
| Has Thunder-{trook, with heavy acculation, 
| Tho' conſcious of no inward guilt, yet fears; = 
.- He fears Focaſta, fears himſelf, his ſhadow z 
f 5 He fears the multitude; and, which is worth 
1 An Age of laughter, out of al mankind, 
i Jie chuſes me to be his Orator: 
1 Spears that Adraſtus, and the lean-· look d Prophet, 
Are joint Conſpirators; and wiſht meto 
Pf Appeaſe the raving Tbebans; Which I ſwore 
| 0 : | To do. 5 
5 Pyr. A dangerous undertaking; . 
i: : Directly oppoſite to your own intereſt, 
4 Cie. No, dull Pyracmon; when J left bis Are _ 
1 With all the Wings with which revenge could imp r 
U My flight, I gain'd the midſt o ch City; ; V „ 
5 There, ſtanding on a Pile of dead 0 dying, Os I 
* Ito the mad and ſickly multitude, 5 „„ 5 — 
1 With interrupting ſobs, cry'd out, O Thebes, = 
i O wretched 7 hebes, thy King, thy Oedipus, _ i 1 
| This barbarous Stranger, this Uſurper, ner, ES 
Is by the Oracle the wiſe TR > --- 6 WH 
Proclaim'd the Murderer of the Royal Laju : 5 V 2 
Joc aſta too, no longer now. my SRC 5 F OL 55 5 
Is found Comptroller i in the horrid Deed. FT W 
Here 1 renounce all tye of Blood and Nature, = 
For thee, O Thebes, dear Thebes, poor bleeding T hebes? 25 2 
And there I wept, and then the Rabble howl'd, *z 
And roar'd, and with a thouſand antick mouths 8 
Gabbled Revenge, Revenge was all the cry. 9 
Pyr. This cannot fail: J ſee you on the Throne, TY |: 
: And Oedipus caſt out. | | 1 
Cre. Then ſtraight came on : 1 
Allcander, with a wild and vellowing Croud, 2 V 
Whom when he had wrought; I whiſper'd him to joyn, 2 _—_ 
And head the Forces while the heat was in em > EE 
So to the Palace I return d, to meet 5 | 5 | 1 | 


The King and greet him with another ſtory. 
But lee, he enters. 
1 Oedipus, Jocaſta, attended. 

Oed. Said you that Phorbas is return d, and yet 
Intreats he may return, without being ask'd 
Of ought concern'd what we have diſcoyer'd? - 

Foc. He ſtarted when I told him your Intent, 3 
Replying, what he knew of that affair EE 5 ? 
Would give no ſaciglaction. to the King; 


N 


be 


i 
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Then, falling on his Knees, begg'd as for Liſe, 
To be diſmiſs'd from Court; oy trembled too, 


As if Concluſive Death had ſeiz d upon him, 

And ſtammer'd in his abrupt Pray'r lo wildly, 
That, had he been the murderer of Lajus, 7 

Guile and Diſtraction could not have ſhook him more, 


Oed. By your deſcription, ſure as Plagues and Death : 


Lay waſte our Thebes, ſome deed that ſhuns the light 
Begot thoſe fears: If thou reſpect'ſt my peace, 
Secure him, dear Jocafta ; ; for my — be 

. Shrinks at his name. | 


Foc. Rather let him go: 


So my poor boding Heart would ave it be, 
Without a reaſon. 


Oed. Har K, the T bout come 


Therefore retire : and, once more, if thou lov n me, 
Let Phorbas be retain d. 


Joc. You ſhall, while * 


Have Life be till obey d: 


In vain you ſooth me with your ſoſt endearments 


And ſet the faireſt Countenance to view, 
Your gloomy Eyes, my Lord, betray a deadneſs 
And inward languiſhing : that Oraece 
Fats like a ſubtiſe Worm its venom'd way, _ 
Preys on your Heart, and rots the noble Core, 
Howe er the! beauteous out- ſide ſhews lo lovely. 


Oed. O, thou wilt kill me with thy love's excels ; 


All, all is well; retire, the 7 hebans „ IEx. Jocaſta. 


Gba, Ocdipus . 5 
Oed, Ha! again that ſcream of os. 


Thrice have I heard, thrice ſince the morning dawu d 


It hollow'd loud, as if my Guardian Spirit 
Call'd from ſome vaulted Manſion, wa . 


Or is it but the work of melancholly ? 


When the Sun ſets, ſhadows, that ſhew'd At noon 


But ſinall, appear moſt long and terrible; 


So when we think Fate hovers o're our Heads, 


Our apprehenſions ſhoot beyond all bounds, >= 
- Owls, Ravens, Crickets ſeem the Watch of Death, 


Nature's worſt Vermine ſcarce her God-like Sons. 
Ecchoes, the very leavings of a Voice, 
Grow babling Ghoſts, and call us to our Graves : 


Each Mole-hill thought ſwells to a huge Olympes, 


While we fantaſtick dreamers heave and puff, 


And ſweat with an Imagination's weight; 
As if, like Atlas, with theſe mortal Shoulders 5 2 
We could ſuſtain the burden of the World. L. reon comes for Mad. 
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Cre. O Sacred Sir, My Royal Lord — 
Oed. What now? 


Thou ſeem'ſt affrighted at ſome dreadful Ation, 
Thy Breath comes ſhort, thy darted Eyes are ft 
On me for aid, as if thou wert purſu d: 5 
I ſent thee to the Thebans, ſpeak thy wonder; „ 
Fear not, this Palace is a Sanctuary, 
1 The King himſelfs thy Guard. 


Cre. For me, alas, 


My Life's not worth a thought, when weigh'd with Tours” 1 
But fly, my Lord, fly as your Life is Sacred, 

| Your Fate is precious to your faithful Cree,” 

Who therefore, on his Knees, thus proſtrate begs 

_ You would remove from T hebes that vows your ruine 
When I but offer'd at your Innocence, : 


They gather'd Stones, and menac d me with Death; 


And drove me through the Streets with Imprecations 
Againſt your Sacred Perſon, and thoſe Traytors, 
Which juſtify'd your Guilt: which curs'd Tireſias 
Told, as From Heav'n, was cauſe of their deſttuction 


Oed. Riſe worthy Creon, haſte and take our Guard, 


Rank em in equal part upon the Square, 
Then open every Gate of this our Palace, 5 
And let the Tortent in. Hark, it comes, | Shout. 
I hear em roar : begone and break down all: 
1 he dams that would oppole their furious pallige. = 


[Ex. Creon with Guara:. 
= Emer. Adraſtus, his Sword drawn. g 
Al.. Your City” --.- 


Is all in Arms, all bent to your deſtruction: 5 
I heard but now where J was cloſe confin'd, | 
A Thundring ſhout, which made my Jaylors Jenin, 
Cry, Fire the palace; where's the cruel King ? 


Yet, by th' Infernal Gods, thoſe awful Pow'rs 


That have accus'd you, which theſe Ears have heard, 
905 theſe Eyes ſeen, I muſt believe you guiltleſs; 


ror, ſince I knew the Royal Oedipus, 
i have obſerv'd in all his Acts ſuch truth 


And God. like clearneſs; that to the laſt guſh 
Of Blood and Spirits, I'll defend his Life, 
And here have ſworn to pcriſh by his ſi de. 


Oed. Be witneſs, Gods, how near this touches me, [Embracing ba. : 


O what recompence can Glory make? 


Aar. Defend your Innocence, ſpeak like your ſelf, 
And awe the Rebels with your dauntleſs virtue. 
But hark! the ſtorm comes nearer. 


Oed. Let it come. 5 
The 


1 Po. E DIP US. 
25 The force of Majeſty i is never known 
But in a General wrack : Then, then is ſeen 
ne difference ' twixt a Threſhold and a Throne. 
| Enter Creon, Pyracmon, Alcander, Tireſſas, Thebans. 

Ale. Where, where's this cruel King? 7 hebans, behold ; 
There ſtands your Plague, the-ruine, deſolation 
Ok this unhappy —-—— ſpeak 3 ſhall J kill him? 
Or ſhall he be caſt out to baniſhment * £6 
A Theb. To haniſhment, away with him. 
Died. Hence, you Barbarians, to your laviſh Ciſtance, 
Fix to the Earth your ſordid looks A : 

Who ſtirs, dares more than Mad-men, Fiends, or Furies: 

= Who dares to face me, by the Gods, as well | 25 05 = 
May brave the Majeſty of thundring Jove. C 
Did ] for this relieve you when beſieg © © — 

VFB this fierce Prince, when coop'd within your, Walls Rn oy Ne 

3 And to the very brink of Fate reduc'd ; SI oo. 

When lean jaw'd Famine made more havock of you, . 2 

Than does the Plague? But l rejoyce I know you, rs pe als | 
Know the baſe ſtuff that temper'd your vile Souls: ET os 
The Gods be rais'd, I needed not your . 

horn to a greater, nobler of my o .-õ m; 

Nor ſhall the Scepter of the Earth now win me 

© ᷑0C0 rule ſuch Brutes, ſo barbarous a People. 

Aar. Methinks, my Lord, I ſee a lad repentance; 

A general conſternation ſpread among em. 
Oed. My reign is at an end; yet cer I ini 
I' do a Juſtice that becomes a Monarch, 5 

A Monarch who i'th' midſt of Swords and Javelins, 

Dares act on his Throne encompaſt round 

With Nations for his Guard. Alcander, you _ = 

Are nobly born, therefore ſhall looſe your bead: Sele hin, 

Here, Hemon, take him; but for this, and this, oo 
ms Let cords diſpatch *em. Hence, away with em. 

Tir. O Sacred Prince, pardon diſtracted Thebes, 

Pardon her, if ſhe acts by Heav'ns award; 

I that the Infernal Spirits have declared 

> The depth of Fate, and if our Oracles 
May ſpeak, O do not too ſeverely del, 

But let thy wretched Thebes, at leaſt complain: 
If thou art guilty, Heav n will make it known 5 "M8 
If Innocent, then let Tireſſas dye. BS. 

Oed. I take thee at thy word. Run, ball, and fave Andr, 

1 ſwear the Prophet or the . br hall dye. 

. Be witneſs, all you Thebant, Y Oath. 

And Phorbas be the Umpire. RD REAL OT SED bed ee AE” 
Tir. [ ſubmit, ee 8 Bo Numpets ſound. 


„ „ „„ 


Polybus, King of Corinth, is no mote. 5 200.1 


Oed. What mean thoſe Trumpets? ONE 
| Hem. From your Native Country. - 
Enter Hæmon with Alcander. 


Great Sir, the fam'd Acton is arriv d, 
That renown'd Favourite of the King your Father: : 
| He comes as an Ambaſſador from Corinth, 

And fues for Audience. 


Oed. Haſte, Hawes fly, and tell him that I burn 


 Tembrace him. 


Ham. The Queen, n . my Lord, at preſent holds kim 


, In Private Conference; but behold her here. 


Emer Jocaſta, Eurydice, &c. 
You: Bail, happy Oedipus, happieſt of Kings; 


_ Heaceforth be bleſt, bleſt as thou canſt defi ire, 
Sleep without fears the blackeſt nights away ; 5 

Loet Furies haunt thy Palace, thou ſhalt ſleep 
Secure, thy ſlumbers ſhall be ſoft and Dy 
As Infants Dreams. 


Oed. What does the Soul of all my joys intend? 
And whither would this rapture ? 
Joc. O, I could rave, 


8 Pull down thoſe lying Fanes, and burn that Vault, 
From whence reſounded thoſe falſe Oracles, 


That robb'd my Love of reſt : if we muſt pray, 
Rear in the Streets bright Altars to the Gods, 
Let Virgins Hands adore the Sacrificez 
And not a grey-beard forging Prieſt come near, 5 
Jo pry into the Bowels of the Victim, . 
And with his dotage mad the gaping Wy orld.. 
But ſee, the Oracle that I will truſt, 
True as the Gods, and affable as Men. 
Enter Egeon, Kneels. © 5 
Oed. 0, to my Arms, welcome, my dear Age, 5 
Ten thouſand welcomes. O, my Foſter Fathers. 
Welcome as mercy to a Man condemn'd! 1 
Welcome to me, - 
As to a ſinking Marriner, | 
The lucky Plank that bears him to thi Shore! | 
But ſpeak, O tell me what ſo mighty jo AY 
Is this thou bring'ſt, which ſo raub Focaſta > bete 
Foc. Peace, peace MAgeon; let Focaſta tell him! 1 
O that I could for ever charm, as na w, 
My deareſt Oedipus: Thy Royal Father, 3 
Oed. Ha! can it be? A Zeon, anſwer neee 
And ſpeak in ſhort, what my F Tacaſta 5 cranſpore 


May over-do. 
Ae. Since i in few words, my 2 Lord, you ask 


To 
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3 e 
r 
* Es ; 
* n N 
3 4 * 12 * 8 
. 


To know the . oth R rohe * 
Oed. G all you irs, Is t 'pollible ? what, dead! 
But that the Tempel my Joy may riſe 
Buy juſt degrees, and hit at laſt the Stars; 
Say, how, how dy'd he? Ha! by Sword, by Fire, 
Or Water? by Aſlaſlinates, or Poyſon ? ſpeak: 
Or did he languiſn under ſome Diſeaſe ? | 
Ege. Of no diſtemper, of no blaſt he 47d, 
But fell like Autumn- Fruit that melow d long: 
Ev'n wonder d at, becauſe he dropt no ſooner. 
Fate ſeem'd to wind him up for fourſcore Years; 5 
Vet freſhly ran he on ten Winters more: 
Till, like a Clock worn out with eating time, 
The Wheels of weary Life at laſt ſtood ſtill. 
Ded. O, let me preſs thee in my youthful arms, 
And ſmother thy old age in my embraces. 
Ves Thebans, yes Focaſta, yes Adraſt us, 35 
Old Polybus, the King my Father's dead. 
Fires ſhall be kindled in the midſt of Thebes 
I'th' midſt of Tumults, Wars, and Peſtilence, 
J will rejoyce for Polybus his Death. af 
Know, be it known to the limits of the World, 
Vet farther let it paſs yon dazling roof, 
The manſion of the Gods, and ſtrike em deaf 
With everlaſting peals of Thundring j Joy. 
Tir. Fate! Nature! Fortune! what is all this World? 
Oed. Now, Dotard; now, thou blind old wizard Prophet, 
Where are your boding Ghoſts, your Altars now, 
Your Birds of Knowledge, that in dusky air, 
Chatter Futurity ; and where are now _ 
Your Oracles, that call'd me Parricide? 
Is he not dead? deep laid in's Monument? 
And was not I in 7 hebes when Fate attackt hi: ? 
Avant, begon, you Vizors of the Gods! _ 
Were I as other Sons, now I ſhould weep; 
But as I am? 1've reaſon to rejoyce: 
And will, tho' his cold ſhade ſhould riſe and blaſt me. 
©, for this Death, let Waters break their bounds, | = 
Rocks, Valleys, Hills, with ſplitting I's e 
1 Focaſta, Io pæan ſing- 97 
Tir. Who would not now conclude a an happy nd = 
But all Fate's turns are ſwift and 5 
Age. Your Royal Mother Aferope, as if 
She had no Soul ſince you forſook the Land, 
Waves all the neighbouring princes that dark Her. her 
Oed. Waves all the Princes! Poor heart“! for te, O ſpeak. 
21 2 ide tho' in full. blown 1 r of gore beauty, 
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Grows 


Grows cold, ev'n in the Summer of Rr 
And for your ſake has ſworn to dye inmarry'd OE 
Oed. How! for my ſake, 4 and not mary * 


"ay fit returns. 


Ange. This Diamond with a thouſand kiſles bleſt, 
With Thoulknd ſighs and wiſhes for your ſafety, 
She Charg'd me give you, with the Sener homage 
Of our Corinthian Lords. 

Oed. There's Magick in it, take it from my debt; 5 
1 $ not a beam it darts, but carries Hell, 

Hot flaſhing Luſt, and. Necromantick Inceſt : 
Take it from the fick Eyes, Oh hide it from n me. 
No, my Joc aſſi a, tho' Thebes caſt me our, 
While Merope's alive, Il ne er return! 
O, rather let me walk round the wide World. 
A Beggar, than accept a Diadzm 
On ſuch abhor'd conditions. 


Joe. You make, my Lord, your own unhappineſs, 
By theſe extravagant and need| fs fears. 


Oed. Needleſs ! O, all you Gods | by Heav'n I'd rather 


5 = n n * 
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FEmbrue my Arms vp to my very Shoulders 4 
In the dear Entrals of the beſt of Fathers, Wu 
Than offer at the execrable ace . 
Of damned Inceſt: therefore no more of her. . os 

ee. And why, O Sacred Sir, if Subjects may 


Preſume to lock into their Monarch's breaſt, 
Why ſhould the chaſt and ſpotleſs Merope 
Infuſe ſuch thoughts as I mult bluſh to name ? 
Ded. Becauſe the God of Delphos did forewara me? 
. With thundring Oracles. 
Age. May l intreat to know em: 2 


Oed. Yes, my Ahgeon; but the ſad remembrance. =_ 
; Quite blaſts my Hoey ſee then the elm brieſt! Eon —_ | 
 Methinks I have his Image J) TS INFOLD 1 
_ He mounts the Tripos in a minutes ſpace, 


5 His clouded head knocks at the Temp of. 5 
While from his mouth . 


Theſe diſmal words are heard: 


Fly, Wretch, whom Fate has 3 thy Father $ blood to in, 
And with prepoſtrous Births thy Mother 8 Won to ce 
ee. Is this the cauſe t 

1 w hy you refuſe the Diadem of Coremb: ? | 

= - Ocd. iheCauſel! why is it not a monſtrous one? ie AX; 
Que... Great Sir, you may return; and tho! vou ould. . 0 hee ol; 
Enjoy 95 Queen (which all the Gods forbid). S. ET TT 
The act would Prove no Inceſt. 32011 2009 „ ii 1 2 Hig rr 
Qed. How, geen; 9 0 8 TS | | 8 Ale # - 1 5 JED : 
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Tho Tenjoyd my Mother, not ineeſtuous! 
Thou rav'ſt, and fo do J, and theſe all catcht 


My madneſs; : look, they're dead with deep diſtraction: 
Not Inceſt! what, not Inceſt with my Mother? 
Ange. My Lord, Queen er ope is not your Mother. 


G4 Ha! did I hear thee richt ? not ge 


L My Mother! 


Age. Nor was Poly bus your Father. 


Ge Then all my dan and nights muſt now be ſpent 5 


In curious ſearch, to find out thoſe dark Parents 
Who gave me to the World; ſpeak then 1 ad 


By all the Gods Celeſtial and Infernal, 
By all the tyes of Nature, Blood and friendſhip, 
Conceal not from this rack d deſpairing King 
As point or ſmalleſt grain of what thou know | ; 


Speak then, O anſwer to my doubts direttly. 


If Royal Pol bus was not my Father, 
Why was I | cal vu ns Son? 


Age. He, from my Arms, 


| Receiy 50 you as the faireſt Gift of Nature. 
Not but you were adorn'd with all the Riches 
That Empire could beſtow in coltly Mantles | 

5 Upon its Infant Heir. 

Oed. But was | made the Heir of Corinth 8 Crown, TG 
Becanſe Aeon s Hand preſented me? 


Age. By my advice, 


1 Being Palt all hope of Children, 


He took, embrac'd, and own'd you for his Son. 
Oed. Perhaps I then am yours; inſttuct me, Sir : 


II it be ſo, I'll kneel and weep before you, 


With all the obedience of a penitent Child, 
Imploring pardon. 


Kill me if you pleaſe, 


Iwill not writhe my Body at the wound: 


But fink upon your Feet with a laſt Sigh, 
And ask forgiveneſs with my dying Hands. 


ge. Orile, and call not to this aged Cheek 


2 The lle Blood which ſhould keep warm my Heart ; T5, 


You are not mine, nor ought I to be bleſt 
With ſuch a God. like Off. ſpring. Sir ! found you 
Upon the Mount Cirheron. 

Oed. O ſpeak, go on, the Air grows ſenſible 
Of the great things you utter, and is calm : . 
The hurry'd Orbs, with Storms ſo rack'd of late, 
Seem to ſtand ſtill, as if that ove were talking. 
Citheron ! ſpeak, 'the Valley of Cithæron! 

Age. Olk times belort . thither did reſort, 


Charm'd 
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Cbarm'd with the Converſation of a Man 
Who led a rural Life, and had command 
Oer all the Shepherds who about thoſe Vales 
Tended their numerous Flocks : in this Man's Arms | 
I faw you ſmiling at a fatal Dagger | 
Whoſe point he often offer'd at your Throat; 
But then you ſmil d, and then you drew it back; 

Then lifted it again, you ſmil'd again: 
Till he at laſt in fury threw it from him, 
And cry'd aloud, the Gods forbid thy Death, 
Then I ruſh'd in, and, after ſome diſcourſe, 
To me he did bequeath your innocent Life; 3 
And 1, the welcome care to Poss. | 

Oed. To whom belongs the Maſter o* the Shepherds ? ? 
Age. His name I knew not, or have 1 forgot, OT 
That he was of the Family of TLafu, 5 
1 will remember. 

Oed. And is your Friend alive? for if he be 
VM buy his preſence tho” it coſt my Crown. 

Ange. Your menial attendants beſt can tell 
"Whether he lives, or not; and who has now | 
His place. 
Foc. Winds bear me to > ſome barren Iland, 
Where print of human Feet was never ſeen, 
Oer- grown with Weeds of ſuch a Monſtrous . 
Their baleful Tops are waſh'd with bellowing Clouds, 
Beneath whole venomous Shade I may have vent 

For horrour that would blaſt the barbarous World. 

Oed. If there be any here that knows the perſon 
| Whom he deſcrib'd, I charge him on his Life 


lo ſpeak ; concealment ſhall be ſudden Death : 


But he who brings him forth, ſhall have reward 
Beyond Ambition's Juſt. _ 
Tir, His name 18 Phorbas : 5 
Frcaſta knows him well; but if I may 
Adviſe, Reſt where you are, and ſeek no farther. 
Ded. Then all goes well, ſince Phorbas is le cur 4 
By my Focaſta. Haſte, and bring him forth : 
My Love, my Queen, give Orders, Ha — 0 means 
Theſe Tears and Groans, and Sunne; ? 1 my Fair, 
What are thy Troubles 
Foc. Yours; and yours are mine: 
Let me conjure you take the Prophet 8 counſel, 
And let this Phorbas go. 
Oed. Not for the World. 
By all the Gods, I'll know my Birth, tho' Death 
Attends the ſearch; [ have ogy palt 13 <rod 2516 


o EDIUS. 0 ER 
The middle of the ſtream; and to retuin : EY 
Seems greater labour than to venture oer. 
Therefore produce him. 
Joc. Once more, by the Gods, 
beg, my Oedipus, my Lord, my Life, 
My Love, my all, my only utmoſt hope, | 
1 beg vou baniſh P horbas : O, the Gods, 


I kneel that you may grant this firſt req veſt. 
Deny me all things elſe ; but for my > og 


And as you prize your own eternal quiet, 
Neyer let Phorbas come into your preſence. 

Oed. You muſt be rais'd, and Phorbas ſhall appear, 
Tho' his dead Eyes were 840 licks Guards, halte, 
Search the Wen LOGS; ; bad and force wi ther. „ 
[Exeunt Cha ay 
Fee. ©, Ocdipus, yet ſend, 


And ſtop their Entrance, Cer it be too late ; : 
_ Unleſs you wiſh to ſee Jocaſta rent 
With Furies, ſlain out-right with meer diltepRion, 
Keep from your Eyes and mine the dreadful Phorbas. 


Forbear this ſearch, Ill think you more than mortal: 


Will you yet hear me ? 


Oed. Tempeſts will be hoard;- 7” 
And Waves will daſh tho Rocks their baſis key . 
but ſee, they enter. If thou truly low ſt me, 
Either forbeat this ſubject, or retire. 
Enter Hæmon, Guards, with phorbas. 
Job. Prepare then, wretched Prince, prepare to hear 


A Story, that ſhall curn thee into Stone, 


Could there be hewn a monſtrous Gap in Nature, 
A ilaw made through the Center, by ſome God, 


Through which the Groans of Ghoſts might ſtrike * Ears, | 
They would not wound thee, as this Story will. : 


Hark, hark ! a hollow voice calls out aloud, 


"Yocaſta : yes, III to the Royal Bed, 


Where firſt the Myſteries of our loves were atted, 
Aud double dye it with imperial Crimſon; $ 
«ear off this curling Hair, 5 | 

be Zorg d with Fire, ſtab every vital part, 

And when at laſt I'm flain, to Crown the horrour 


My poor tormented Ghoſt ſhall cleave the ground, 


To try if Hell can yet more deeply wound, 
Oed. She's gone; and as ſhe went, methought her Eyes 
Grew larger, while a thouſand Frantick Spirits 


Seething, like riſing Bubbles, on the Brim, 


Peep'd from the Watry Brink, and glow d upon me. 


III ſeek no more; but kuſn " Genius up 


That 
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That throws me on my Fate. — impoſſible! 
O wretched Man, whoſe too too buſy thoughts 
Ride ſwifter than the galloping Heav' ns round, 
With an Eternal hurry of the Soul: 8 
Nay there's a time when ev'n the cowling Year | 
Seems to ſtand fill, dead Calms are in the Ocean, 
When not a breath diſturbs the drowzy Waves : : 
But Man, the very Monſter of the World, 

ls ne'er at reſt, the Soul for ever wakes, 

Come then, ſince Deſtiny thus drives us on, 

Let's know the bottom. Hemon, your | eee 

1 here is that Phorbas? _ 

Hem. Here, my Royal Lord. 

Oed. Speak firſt, Al geen, ſay, i is this the Man | 

e. My Lord it is: tho? time has plough'd that Face, 

With many Furrows ſince I ſaw it firſt; 

Let. I'm too well acquainted with the ground, quite to forget it. 

Oed. peace; ſtand back a while. f 

Come hither Friend; Lhear thy name is Phorbas.. 

Why doſt thou turn thy Face? I charge thee anſwer | 
To what I ſhall enquire : Wert thou not once 

The Servant of King Lajns here in Thebes? _ 

 Phoy. | was, great Sir, his true and faithful Servant; 

Born and bred up in Court, no Forreign Slave. _ 7 
Oed. What Office hadſt thou ? what was thy Employment Bp 
Phor. He made me Lord of all his rural pleaſures 3; * 

For much he lov'd 'em oft I entertain'd 
With ſporting Swains, o'er whom I had command. : 

ODODed. Where was thy Ref dence ? to what part o'th' Country | 

: Did: thou moſt frequently reſort? 
 Phor, To Mount Cithæron and the pleaſant Vallies 

Which all about lye ſhadowing its large Feet. 4; 

Oed. Come forth Aen. Ha! why ſtarts thou, Pharbas ? 

| Forward, I ſay, and Face to Face confront him; 

Look wiſtly on him, through him if thou canſt, 

Ard tell me on thy Life, ſay, doſt thou know him; 

Did'ſt thou e' er ſee him? converſe with him, 

Near Mount Citharen? 

Phor. Who, my Lord, this Man? TO 
Ocd. This Man, this old, this venerable Man: 
Speak, didſt thou ever meet him chere? 
Phor. Where, Sacred Sit? 
Oed. Near Mount Citſhæron; anſwer to the purpoſe : 
"Tis a King ſpeaks; and Royal Minutes are 
Of much more worth than thouſand Vulgar Years : 
Oidſt thou cer ſee this Man near Cithæron? 


P hor, Moſt ſ1 ure, my Lord, I have ſeen lines like thoſe 


His Viſage bears; but know not where nor when. 

Ae. Is't polllble you n forget your ancient Friend 7 
There are perhaps 
- Particulars which may excite your dead remembrance. 
Have you forgot I took an Infant from you, —_ 
Doom d to be murder'd in that gloomy Vale: 
The Swadling-bands were Purple, wrought with Gold, 
Have you forgot too how you wept and begg'd + 
That L ſhould breed him up, and ask no more? A 

 Phor, What-e'er | begg'd; thou, like a Dotard, peak l 
More than is requiſite: 0 what of this? 
 Whyis it mention'd now? and why, O why 
Dioſt thou betray the Secrets of thy Friend? 
Age. he not tooraſh. That Infant grew at laſt 
5 A King: and here the happy Monarch ſtands,  _ 
Pphor. Ha! Whither would'ſt thou? O what haſt thou t utter 4! | 
For what thou haſt ſaid, Death ſtrike thee dumb for ever. 5 e 
Ded. Forbear to curſe the innocent; and be 
Accurſt thy ſelf, thou ſhifting Traytor, Villain, 

Damn'd Hypocrite, equiyocating A 

Phor. O Heaven's! wherein, my Lord, have l offended: ? 
Died. Why ſpeak you not according to my Charge? 
Bring forth the Rack, ſince Mildnels cannot win Jou, 
Torments ſhall force. ; 
Phor. Hold, hold, O dreadful Sir; 
You will not Rack an innocent old Man. 
Oed. Speak then. 
Thor. Alas, what would you bare me ſays 
Oed. Did chis old Man take from your Arms an Infan nt? 
: Phor, He did: And, Oh! LI wiſh to all the. Gods, 
Phorbas had periſh'd. in that very moment. 
Died. Moment, Thou ſhelt be Hours, Days, Years a 0 ying. 


Here, bind his hands; he dallies with my Fury : | 2 4 
But I ſhall find a Way — 7 
 Pher. My Lord, I faid SY i . ; 
1 gave the Infant to him. . 
Oed. Was he thy own, or given thee by another? . I 
Phor. He was not mine; but given me by another. „ | 
Oed. Whence? and from whom? what City? of what Houſe ? 
Phor. O, Royal Sir, I bow me to the ground, | 


Would [ could ſink beneath it : by the Gods, 
da conjure you to enquire no more. 

Oed. bates and Hell Hemon, bring forth the wack, 
Fetch hither Cords, and Knives, and ſulphureous Flames 
He ſhall be bound, and Balh d, his Skin Head off, 

And burnt alive. 


Pher, O ſpare my Age. Ne Ee 


"I Lg 5 TED e a * 
Oed. Riſe then, and ſpeax. = ns” 
Phor. Dread Sir, I will. 35 


Oed. Who gave that Infant to thee? . ; e 1 


Phor. One of King Lajus's Family. 
Oed. O, you immortal Gods! but ſay, who was t) 


Which of the Family of Lajus gave it? 


” A Servant; or one of the Royal Blood? 


Phbor. 0 wretched State! I dye, unleſs I ſpeak; 
And, if I ſpeak, moſt certain death attends me! 
Died. Thou ſhalt not dye. Speak then, who was it, ſpeak, - 
While I have ſenſe to unceritand the horror; 


For I grow cold. 


Phor. The Queen Jocaſta told me 
It was her Son by Lo yo 
Oed. O you Gods! But did ſhe give it thee? 
Phor. My Lord, ſhe dic. 
Oed. Wherefore, for what? 0 © break not yet my Hear 4 
Tho' my Eyes burſt, no matter: "will thou tell me, 
Or muſt I ask for ever? for what end? 
Why gave ſhe thee her Child! 

Phor. To murder it. 5 
Oed. O more than ſavage! murder her own ; Bowels ! | 9 
5 Without A cauſe? DE 
P)hor. There was a dreadfal one, 5 
Which had foretold that moſt unhappy Son 
Should kill his Father, and enjoy his Mother. 

Oed. But, one thing more, 


Jocaſta told me thou wert by the Chariot} EE „ 


When the old King was ſlaln? Speak, I conjure thee, 
For! ſhall never ask thee ought again, 
What was the number of the Aſlaſſinates 
Phor, The dreadful deed was acted but by one : j 
And ſure that one had much of your reſemblancdeQ. 
Oed. Tis well! I thank you Gods! tis wondrous well. 3 
Daggers and Poyſon; O there is no ß; 
For my diſpatch; and you, you mercileſs Pow'rs, | 
Hoard up your Thunder. ſtones; ; Keep, keep your Bolts . 
For Crimes of little note. f Falls 
Adr. Help, Hemon, help, and bow him gent! y forward : 
Chafe, chafe his Temples : how the mighty 1 
0 Half frangl'd with the damp his Sorrows rais'd, 
Struggle for vent: but ſee, he breaths again, 
And vigorous Nature breaks through al! oppoſit ion. 
How fares my Royal Friend? 
Oed. The wotle for you. 
© barbarons Men, and oh the hated light, 
Why did you force me back to curſe the day; 


To _ 
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Hence from my Arms, avant. 
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10 ea ay 0 Fried, if 0 laſt with this Ark breath. 
The yet untainted Earth and circling Air?! 

To raiſe new Plagues, and call new Vengeance down, 
Why did you tempt the Gods, and dare to touch me? 


1 


Methinks there's not a Hand that graſps this Hell 
But ſhould run up like Flax all blazing Fire. 
Stand from this. ſpot, I wiſh you as my I'riends, 
And come not near me, leſt the gaping Earth 


Swallow you too Lo, I am: gone already. 5 
Draws, and claps his Sword to his Br uh which Ad: aſt 
ſtrikes away with his Foot. 
Abe, You ſhall no more be truſted with your Life : 
Creon, Alcander, Hemon, help to hold hin. 
Ded. Cruel Adraſtus! Wilc thou, Hermon too 75 


Are theſe the Obligations of my Friends, 

O O worſe than worſt of my moſt barbarous Foes! 
Dear, dear Adraſtus, look with half an Eve 
On my unheard of woes, and judge thy ſelf, 
If it be fit that ſuch a Wretch ſhould live!? 


O, by theſe melting Eyes, unus'd to weep, | 


5 With all the low ſbmisßon of a Slave, 

do conjure thee give my horrors wayz 
Talk not of Life, for that will make me rave 
As well thou may ſt adviſe a tortur'd Wretch, 
All mangled o'er from Head to Foot with wounds, 


And his Bones broke, to wait a better Day. 
Adr. My Lord, you ask me things impoſſible; 5 
And J with Juſtice ſhould be thought your Foe, 


Io leave you in this Tempeſt of your Soul. 
Tho' baniſh'd T hebes, in Corinth you may Reign ; 
Th' lafernal Pow'rs themſelves cxact no more : 


Calm then your rage, and once more ſeek the Gods. 
Oed. I'll have no more to do with Gods, nor Men: 

Enjoy thy Mother 

What, violate, with Beſtial Appetite, 

The ſacred Veils that wrapt thee yet unborn, i 

This is not to be born; hence; off 1 fay ! 

For they who let my Vengeance, make themſelves 


Accomplices in my moſt horrid #1 | | TO ns 


Aar. Let it be ſo; we'll fence Heav'ns fury fr om jou, 
And ſuffer alrogether : : This perhaps, 
When ruin comes, may help to break your fall. 

Jed. O that, as oft I have at Athens ſeen 
The Stage ariſe, and the big Clouds deſcend ; 

So now in every deed I might behold 
The pond'rous Earth, and all yon marble Roof 


Meet, like the Hands of Jove, and cruſh Mankind 


FP 


Fot all the Elements, and all the Pwr rs 
Celeſtial, nay, Tetreſtial and Infernal, 
Conſpire the Rack of out- caſt Oedipus, 

Fall darkneſs then, and everlaſting Night 

Shaddow the Globe; may the Sun never 13288 
The Silver Moon be blotted from her Orb; 

And for an univerſal rout of Nature” 
Through all the inmoft Chambers of the Sky, 
May there be not a Glimpſe, one Starry Spark, 
But Gods meet Gods, and juſtle in the dax. 
I bat Jars may riſe, and Wrath Divine be burl'd, VVV 
Which may to Atoms ſhake the folid World. een. 
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ten, Aleander, Pyraewon. 


©. Gre. TIE is at length my own; and al my wiſhes, 
* Which ſure were great as Royalty cer form d, 
Fortune and my Auſpicious Stars have Crown'd, 
O Diadem, thou Center of Ambition, 
Where all its different Lines are reconcild, 
As if thou wert the Burning-glaſs of Glory! CE 
Pyr. Might I be e [ wou 4 intreat you 
To coo] a little, Sir, We, 
Find out Eurydice; _ 
And with the reſolution of a Man 
Mark'd out for greatneſs, give the fatal choice 
Of Death or Marriage. 
Ale. Survey curs'd Oedipus, 
As one who, tho unfortunate, s belov'd, 
_ Though innocent, and therefore much lamented 
By all the 7 hebans ; you muſt mark him dead: 
Since nothing but his death, not baniſhment, - 
Can give aſſurance to your doubtful, Reign. 
_ __ Cre. Well have you done to ſnatch me ; * the Storm 
Of racking Tranſport, where the little Streams 
Olf Love, Revenge, and all the undet Paſſions, 
As Waters are by ſucking Whirl-pools drawn, 
Were quite devour'd in the vaſt Gulph of Empire: 
Therefore Pyracmon, as you boldly urg'd, 
Eurydice ſhall dye, or be my Bride. 


Alcander, Summon to their Maſter” s aid 
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When Fenn weeps, without the help of Ghoſts, f 
I may foretell there is a fatal Cauſe, 
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OEDIPUS _ Ts 
My menial Servants, and all thoſe whom change 
Ok State, and hope of the new Monarch's Favour, ' .. 
Cau wan to take out at : Away. What now? Ex. Alcander, 


\ 


Ener Hemon. 


Hem. Is't poſlible you ſhould be ignorant 


of what has happen'd to the deſperate King: 


Cre I know no more, but that he was Condutted 


Into his Cloſet, where I ſaw him fling 
His trembling Body on the Royal Bed: 
All left him there, at his deſire, alone: 
But ſure no 11], unleſs he dy'd with Grief, 
Could happen, for you bore his Sword away. 


Hem. I did; and, having lock'd the Door, 1 ſtood, 


And through a 'Chink found, not only heard, 
But ſaw him, when he thought no Eye beheld him: 1 
At firſt, deep Sighs heav'd from his woful Heart, 
= Murmurs and Groans, that ſhook the out ward Rooms. 
And art thou ſtill alive, O Wretch! he cry'd? 
ls groan'd again, as if his ſorrowful Soul! 
lad crack the Strings of Life, and burſt away. 


Cre. I weep to hear; how then ſhould I have griev'd 


Had I beheld this wondrous Heap of Sorrow * 
| But, to the fatal period. 


Ham. Thrice he ſtruck, 


With all his force, his hollow groaning Breaſt, 
And thus, with out-cries, to himſelf complain'd. 
But thou canſt weep then, and thou think'ſt *tis well, 

Theſe Bubbles of the ſhalloweſt emptieſt Sorrow, 


Which Children vent for toys, and Women rain 


For any trifle their fond Hearts are ſet on; 


Yet theſe thou think ſt are ample Satisfaction . 


For bloodieſt Murder, and for burning Luſt : 
No, Parricide, if thou muſt Weep, weep Blood; 

| Weep Eyes, inſtead of Tears: O, by the Gods, 
IIs greatly thought, he cry'd, and fits my woes. 

Which ſaid, he ſmil'd revengetully, and leapt 

Upon the Floor; thence gazing at the Skies, 

His Eye- balls fiery Red, and glowing Vengeance, 

Gods, 1 accuſe you nor, tho' I no more 


Will view your Heay' n, till with more durable Glaſfes, | 
The mighty Soul's immortal Perſpectives, 


I find your dazling Beings: Take, he cry'd, 


T Eyes, your laſt, your fatal farewel- -yiew. Wie 
Wien 


_— — = > 
ego — 2 
— — — — - 


r 


4 


—— 


rn 


SEE TRI SY — — Dr 
2 * > Þ 209 =: m_.. 


2 ES * 
. eo — — 2 Me <a tes _ 
- 


— — — — — — 


56 Po 0 EDI PVS. 


When with a Groan that ſeem'd the Call of Death, _ 


With horrid force lifting his impious Hands, 


He ſnatch'd, he tore, from forth their bloody Orbs, 458 
The Balls of ſight, and dafh't em on the Ground. 
Cre. A Maſter-piece of Horror; new and dreadful ! 


Hem. I ran to ſuccour him; but, oh! too late 3 - 


Tor he had pluck d the remnant Strings away. 
What then remains, but that I'find Tireſlas, _ 
Who, with his Wiſdom, may weak, thoſe Furies 2 
That haunt his gloomy, Soul? 


Cre. Heav'n will reward 


Thuy care; moſt honeſt, faithful fooliſh Henn ? 


But ſee, Alcander enters, well atended. 2275 
3 Alcander, attended. 


I ſee thou haſt been diligent. 


e Nothing thee: nn hn 
For number to the Crouds that ſoon wil follow ; 


Be reſolute, 
And call your utmoſt Fury to revenge. 


Cre. Ha! thou haſt given 


_ Tir Alarm to Cruelty; and never may 


Theſe Eyes be clos'd, till they bchold Adraſtus 5 


Stretch' d at the Feet of falſe Eurydice. . e 
Enter Adraſtus, Eurydice, Lid; : 


Adr, Alas Eurydice, what fond raſh Man, 
What inconſiderate and ambitious Fool, 


That ſhall hereafter read the Fate of Oedipus, 3 
Will dare, with his frail Hand, to graſp a Scepter? 
Eur. Tis true, a Crown ſeems dreadful, and I wt ery 


That you and 1, more lowly plac'd, might paſs 1 


Our ſofter Hours in humble Cells away : 


Not but I love you to that infinite height, 


I could (O wondrous proof of fierceſt Lore) 
Be greatly wretched in a Court with you. 


Adr. Take then this moſt loy'd Innocence away ; 


Fly from tumultuous Thebes, 
From Blood and Murder, 


Ply from the Author of all Villanies, . os 
2 05 Death, and Treaſon, | from that Fury Crean , 
Vouchſafe tt at 1, o'er joy'd, may bear you hence, 


And at your Feet preſent the Crown of Argos. 


Creon and Attendants come up to bins, 


Cre. T have o te- heard thy black defign, Adraſts - 
And therefore, as a Traytor to this State, 


Death ought to be thy Lot: let it ſufffce 
Th at Thebes furveys thee as a Prince; a not 


Her profier'd Mercy, but fetite' betimes, 


(Ex. 


Left 


0% E Dre 


Leſt ſhe repent and haſten on 1 535 Boum 101% 5 
Aar. Think not, molt abject, e Di 

Moſt abhorr'd of Men, $77 - 39030} 

Adraſtus will vouchſafe to au Lite: 5 
| Thebans, to you! juſtifie my Love: 
I have addreſs'd my Prayers to this fair Princeſs : 
But, if ever I meant a violence, ET 


Ot thought to Raviſh, as that Traytor did, 


5 Ey the Decree of Royal Oedipus, 


= Upon this ſpot ſtraight to be hewn 1 in _ 33% Lyon oh | + 


What humbleſt Adorations could not win; „%%% one eHg eo; 
Brand me, you Gods, blot me with foul diſhonour, 110 — 
And let Men curſe me by the name of Creon, 

Eur, Hear me, O Thebans, if you dread the wrath 
of her whom Fate ordain'd to be your Queen, 
Hear me, and dare not, as you prize. your Lives, 
To take the part of that Rebellious e 


By Queen Jocaſta s Order, by what's more, 
My own dear Vows of everlaſting Love, ” 
J here reſign to Prince Adraſtus Arms by) - 
Ail that the World can make me Miſtreſs of. oa 0 
Cre. O perjur'd Woman! _ 7 FL os | 
Draw all; and when I give the word, fall „ ©. 
_ Traytor, reſign the Princeſs, or this moment | 
Expect, with all thoſe moſt unfortunate wretches, 


Aar. No, Villain, no; : 1 e eee j 
With twice thole odds of Men. NS 5 eee T1 9 
doubt not in this Cauſe 
49 yanquiſh the. 
Captain, remember to your Care 1 give 
My Love; Ten thouſand thouſand times more dear 
Than Life, or Liberty. 
Cre. Fall on, Alcander. _ 
Pyracmon, you and I muſt wheel about 
For nobler Game, the Princeſs. _ 
Adr. Ah, Traytor coſt thou ſhun me 2: 

Follow, follow, 
My brave Companions ; ſee, the Cowards fy. 

[Exit fighting: Creon's Party beater 4 oy Adraſt 

es gg Eiter Oedipus. 
Oed. O, tis too little this? thy loſs of Sight, 

What has it done? I ſhall be gaz d at now Wx 
The more; be pointed at, There goes the Monſter / 
Nor have I hid my horrors from my ſelf; 
For tho' corporeal Light be loſt for ever, = 
The bright reflecting Soul, through glaring Opticks, 
Preſents in larger ſize her black Idea's 


- Doubling 
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Doubling the bloody We Dt of my Crimes: 
Holds Fancy down, and makes her act again, 
With Wife, and Mother, Tortures, Hell, and Furies. 
Ha ! now the baleful Off- ſpring's brought to light: 
In horrid form they rank themſelves before me; PF. 
What ſhall I call this Medly of Creation? 
Here one, with all th' Obedience of a Son, 
Borrowing Jocaſt as look, kneels at my Feet, 
And calls me Father, there a ſturdy Boy, 
| Reſembling Lajus juſt as when I killd him, 
Bears up, and with bis cold Hand oroſping u mine, 


TCries out, How fares my Brother Oedipus ? 


What, Sons and Brothers! Siſters and Daughters too ? | 
Fly all begon, fly from my whirling Brain; 
Hence, Inceſt, Murder; hence you ghaſtly Figures ! 3 
O Gods! Gods, anſwer : ; is there ay. mean? | 
Let me g0 mad, or dye. „ 5 
Enter Jocaſta. i 
oc. Where: where is this moſt wretched of Mankind 
T his ſtately Image of Imperial Sorrow, | 
Whoſe Story told, whoſe very name but mention d, 
Would cool the Rage of Feavers, and unlock 
The Hand of Luſt from the pale Virgins Hair, 
And throw the Raviſher before her Feet? 
Ded. By all my fears, I think Foraſta's Voice! 
| Hence; fly; begon: O thou far worſe than worit 
Ok damning Charmers! O abhorr'd, loath'd Creature 
Fly, by the Gods, or by the Fiends, 1 charpe thee, 
Far as the Eaſt, Welt, North, or South of Heav'o n- 


But think not has malt ever enter there: 


The Golden Gates are barr'd with Adamant, 

Gainſt thee, and me; and the Celeſtial Guards, 
Still as we riſe, will daſh our Spirits down. 
© Foe. O wretched Pair | O greatly wretched. we! 

iwo Worlds of Woe' 
Died. Art thou not gone then! ? Ha 

How dar ſt thou ſtand the Fury of the Gods? 
Or com'ſt thou in the Grave to reap new Pleaſures? 
Joc. Talk on: till thou mak'ſt mad my rowling Brain; 
Oroan ſtill more Death; and may thoſe diſma] Sources 2 
Still bubble on, and pour forth Blood and Tears. 
Methinks at ſuch a Meeting, - Heay'n ſtands ſtill ; 
The Sea nor Ebbs, nor Flows : this Mole- hill Earth 
Is heav'd no more: the buſi Emmets Ceale ; E102 
Yet hear me on — 
Dell. Speak then, and blaſt my Soul. | 

257 O, my lov - Lord; cho [ refolve a Ruine 
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8 To match my Crimes; by all my Miſeries, 
Tis Horror, worſe than thouſand thouſand Deaths, 


To ſend me hence without a kind farewel. 
Oed. Gods, how ſhe ſhakes me] ſtay thee, O Jocaſta, 


Speak ſomething c er thou goeſt for ever from me. 
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Foc. Tis Woman's weakneſs that I would be Py d; 


| Pardon me then, O g greateſt, tho' moſt wretched, 
Of all thy Kind: my Soul is on the brink, 
And ſees the boiling Furnace juſt beneath : 


Do not thou puſh me off, and I will go 


With ſuch a willingneſs, as if that Heav'n 


With all its Glories glow'd for my Reception. 
Oed. O, in my Heart, I feel the Pangs of Nature 


It works with kindneſs o'er : Give, give me Way 3 
feel a melting here, a tenderneſs, 


Too mighty for the Anger of the Gods : 
Direct me to thy Knees, yet oh forbear : 


Leſt the dead Embers ſhould revive, 


Stand off and at juſt diſtance 
Let me groan my Her tert here 

On the Earth, here below my utmoſt Gale; 
Here ſob my Sorrows, till I burſt with ſighing : 


Here gaſp and Langu: in our my wounded Sov]. 


Foe. In ſpight of all thoſe Crimes, the crue] Gods 
Can charge me with, I know my Innocence; 
Know yours: tis Fate alone that makes us wretcl ed, 
For you are ſtill my Husband. 

Oed. Swear I am, „ 
And I'll believe thee, ſteal into thy Arms, 
Renew endearments, think em no pollutious, 


But chaſte as Spirits 'Oys gent ly i {| come, 
Thus weeping blind, like dewy Night, upon thee, 


And fold thee ſoftly in my Arms to Slumbers. 


| 7 he Ghoſt of Lajus aſcends by degrees pointing at Jocaſta. . 


Joc. Begone, my Lord! Alas, what are we doing 


Fly from my Arms! \Whirl-winds, Seas, Continents, 


And Worlds, divide us! O thrice happy t Hou, 


whe haſt no uſe of 177 ; 8 here's a fight. 


Would turn the melting k ce of Mercy's ſelt 
To a wild Fury. 155 
Oed. Ha! what ſeeſt thoh hers x of. 


Joc. The Spirit of my Husband! _ th e Gods” 


How wan he looks / | 


Oed. Thou rav'ſt; thy Husband' s here. 
Foc. Thete, there he mounts, 


In circling Fire, amonęſt the bluſhing Clouds 


And ſee, he waves. Tora] ito krom the World / 
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| Ghoſt. Jocaſta, Oedipus. beth 2 REA [rar with Thunder 
Oed. What wouldſt thou have . 3 
Thou know'ſt I cannot come to thee, detain'd 
In darkneſs here, and kept from means of Death. 
I've heard a Spirits force is wonderful; 
At whoſe approach when ſtarting from his Dungeon, | 
| The Earth does ſhake, and the old Ocean groans, 
Rocks are remov'd, and Towers are Thundred down : 
And Walls of Brafs, and Gates of Adamant, | 
Are paſſable as Air, and fleet like Winds. 
Foc. Was that a Raven's Croak or my Son” s Voice - 
No matter which; I'll to the Grave and hide me: 
Earth open or Ill! tear thy Bowels up. 
Hark! he goes on, and blabs the deed of Inceſt, 1 
Oed. Strike then, Imperial Ghoſt, daſh all at once 
Ibis Houle of Clay into a thouſand pieces 
"i hat my poor lingring Soul may take her 2 
To your immortal Dwellings. 8 
„ e, late ther ten, 
Oc ſhil be before thee : See, thou canſt not ſhes * 
Then 1 Will tell thee that my Wings are on: 
I mount, Tl] fly, and with a port Divine 
Slide all along the gaudy Milky Soil, 
lo find my Lajus out: ask every God 
In his bright Palace, if he kaows my Lajur, . 
My murder d. Lajus | 
Oed. Ha! how! s this, Tecalta' 5 Fey 
Nay, if thy Brain be ſick, then thou art happy. : 
' Fee. Ha! will you not : ſhall I nor find him out? 
Will you not ſhow him? are my Tears deſpis d ? 
Why, then LI thunder, yes, I will be mad, 
And fiight you with my Crics, yes, cruel Gods, 
Tho Vultures, Eagles, Dragons tear my Heart, 
I' ſnatch Celeſtial Flames, fire all your Dwellings, 
Melt down your golden Roofs, and make your Doors 
Of Cryſtal fiy from off their Diamond Hinges ; 
Drive you all out from your Ambroſial Hives, 
To ſwarm like Bees about the Field of Heay'n ; 3 
This will J do unleſs you ſhew me Lajus, 98 
My dear, my murder qd Lord. 0 Lajus 4 Laus „ Lei 1 


[Fx Jocaſta. | 


Oed. Excellent Grief! 1 why this as is it ſhould de! 
No Mourning can be ſuitable to Crimes 
Like ours, but what Death makes, or Madneſs forms. 
I cou'd have wiſh'd methought for Sight again, 
To mark the Gallantry of her diſtraftion : 
Her blazipg Eyes darting the wandring Stars, 


Thaye 


wk with Ter Thi nk e Wan the menac'd high, 


And every Accent twang d with ſmarting Sorrow; 
But what's all this to thee ? thou Coward we 

Art living, canſt not, wilt not find the Road 
Io the great Palace of magnificent Death; 

Tho' thouſand ways lead to his thouſand Doors, 
Which Day and Night are ſtill unbarr'd for all. 


Faaſning cf Sworas Drum. and Trane without. 


; Hark! tis the noiſe of claſhing Swords! the ſound 
Comes near: O, that a Battle would come o'er me? 


If T but graſp a Sword: or wrelt a Dagger, 


7 I make a ruine with the fir ſt that falls. 


Enter Hæmon, with Guards. 
Hen. Seize him, and bear him to the Weſtern Tow ep; 
Pardon me, Sacred Sir : ; Tam inform'd 
That Creon has deſigns upon your Life: 


Forgive me then, if, to preſerve you from him, 
I order your Confinement. 


Oed Slaves unhand me. 
think thou haſt a Sword: *twas the wrong fide. 
Yet, cruel Hæmon, think not I will live; 


He that could tear his Eyes out, ſure can find 


Some deſperate way to itifle this curſt Breath; 


Or if I ſtarve! but that's a lingring Fate; 

Or if I leave my Brains upon the Wall? 

The Atery Soul can eaſily o'er ſhoot. 

” Thoſe Bounds with which thou ſtriv to pale has in 
Ves, I will periſh in deſpight of thee, _ 

4 And, by the Rage that ſtirs me, if 1 meet'thee 
In the other World I'll curſe thee for this Uſage. 


Hem. Tirefias, after him I and with your Counſc! 
Adviſe him humbly ; charm, if poſſible, 


Theſe Fends within: while I without extinguiſh, 
| Orperiſh in th' Attempt, the Furious Creon; 
That Brand which ſets our City in a Flame. 


Tir. Heav'n proſper your intent, and give a period 


To all your Plagues : what old 7; ireſias can 


Shall ſtraight be done. Lead, Manto, to the Tow'r. kr. Ti Manto.. 
Hem. Follow me all, and help to part this Fray, 1 Tramp ag ain 
Or fall together in the bloody Broil. [Ex 
Emer Creon with Eurydice, Pyracmon aud hi; Party giving. 
ground to 'Adraſtus. ; 
8 Hold, hold your Armes, Adraſtus, prince of Ages 


Hear, and behold ; Furyaice 1 is my Priſoner. 


Adr. What would 'ſt thou, Hell- hound? 


Cre. See this brandiſn d Dagger : 
— Forgo 
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' Of her whom more than Life I know tho 8 „ . 
11 bury to the Haft, in her fair N a 


5 Stand there; come back O, cruel barbarous Men! 
Could you then leave your Lord, your Prince, your Ein | 
Alter ſo bravely having fought his Cauſe, _ 
Io periſh by the Hand of this baſe Villain? 
Why rather ruſh you not at once together 
All to his ruine ? drag him through the Streets, 
Hang his contagious Quarters on the Gates; 7 
Nor let my Death affright you. 


_ Hence, from my preſence all: he's not my Friend 5 1 
55 diſobeys: : See, art thou now appeas dꝰ 8 Attendants, 
Or is there ought elſe yer remains to lo 55 
That can atone to thee? ſlake thy thirſt of Blood 


. Leſt T be raviſh'd after thou art lain. 


With numbers will o'er-pow'r thee. Is c thy wiſh 


Forego th advantage Which thy Arms Ee WES 
Or, by the Blood, which trembles Trou wre 


This Inſtrument of my Revenge. © KS RR hong 
Aar. Stay thee, damn'd Wretch ; hold, ſtop thy bloody r Hand 
Cre. Give order then, that on this inſtant now, _ 


Chis moment, all thy Soldiers ſtraight disband. 


Adr. Away my Friends, fince Fate has ſo allotted ; 


Beg gone, and leave me to the Villain's Mercy. . 


Eur. Ah, my Adraſtus! call em, call em back! 


Cre. Dye firſt thy felt then. 
Adr. O, I charge thee, hold. 


5 With mine: but ſave, O fave that innocent Wretch. „ 
Cre. Forego thy Sword, and yield thy ſelf my Priſone. 
Eur. Let while there's any dawn of hope to ſave NY „„ E 5 
1 T hy precious Life my dear, Adraſtus, CC.. 
Wuhat-e'er thou doſt, deliver not thy Sword; — 


With that thou may "ſt get off, tho' odds oppoſe thee : 


For me, O, fear not ; no, he dares not touch me; 
His horrid Love, will pare me. Keep thy Sword; 


Adr. Inſtruct me, Gods ! What ſhall Adraſtus 7 
Cre. Do what thou wilt, when ſhe is dead: my Soldiers 


Eurydice ſhould fall before thee 7 ; Eo 5 
Adr. Traitor, no: ä . 


Better, that thou and I, and al Mankind 


Should be no more. 
Cre, Then caſt thy Sword away, 


And yield thee to my Mercy, or I ſtrike. 


Adr. Hold thy raisd Arm; give me a moments pauſe. 


My Father, when he bleſt me, gave me this; 


My Son, ſaid he, let this be thy laſt refuge; 


II thou forgot'lt it, r Ahne 4 thee: 


1 


Let me but find her there, J ask no more. Dies. 
— —— — Enter 


The hazards of my Life I never loſt. 
Tis thine, my faithful Sword, my only Truſt 3 


. Tho' my Heart tells me that the Gift is fatal. 


Cre. Fatal! Yes, fooliſh Love-ſick nl it han. 


Thy Arrogance, thy Scorn, 

My Vounds remembrance, 

Turn all at once the fatal point upon thee. 
 Pyracmon to the Palace, diſpatch 

The King: hang Hemon up, for he isLoyal, 

And will oppole me: Come, Sir, are you r eady ? 


Adr. Yes, Villain, for whatever thou canſt dare. 
Eur. Hold Creon, or through me, through me you wound. 
Aar. Off, Madam, or we periſh” both; behold. 


: r m not unarm d, my Ponyard $ in wy Hand 
i Therefore away. 


Eur Vil guard your Life with mine. 
Cre. Dye both then; there is. no no time for eallying, 


| Kills Eurydice. ; 
" Wii Ah, Prince, farewell ! e my dear Adraſtus. Dies. 


Adr. Unheard of Monſter ! eldeſt: born of Hell! | 


Down, to thy Primitive Flames. „ ü 


Ce. Help, Soldiers, r 


Fo Revenge me. 


Adr. More, yet more: a en W guns 3 


. 1 I N thee ll, > Os to the gaping Fas. 


 [Adraitus Jo. kill dt by the $ eldiers 


Emer Hemon, Bae OT Alcander, and Pyrecmon bound 
. _the Aal ns are driven . 


'D Hamen, 1 I am ain; nor need? I name. 


The inhumane Author of all Villanies; 


"There he lies gaſping. 


Cre, If J muſt plunge in Flames, 
FPurn firſt my Arm; baſe Inſtrument, unfit 


Io act the dictates of my dar ing Mind: 


Burn, burn for ever, O weak Subſtitute. 


Of that, the God, Ambition. 5 Dias. 


Adar. She's gone; O deadly Marks. man, in the ee 4 


Vet in the Pangs of Death ſhe graſps my Hand: 


Her Lips too tremble, as if ſhe would ſpeak. 
Her laſt Farewel. 0, Oedipus, thy Fall 

Is great; and nobly now thou goeſt attended! 
They talk of Heroes, and Celeſtial Beauties, 
And wondrous Pleaſures in the other World : 


OEDIPUS. „ 


| vet Love now charms it from me; „ which in all 
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Enter a Captain to Hzmon : with Tirefias and Manto. 
Cad. O, Sir, the Queen Jocaſt a, ſwift and wild, : 
As a robb'd Tygreſs bounding o'er the 9 


Has acted Murders that amaze Mankind: 
In twiſted Gold I ſaw her Daughters hang 

On the Bed Royal; and her little Sons 
Stabb 'd through the Breaſts upon the bloody Pillows. 


Hem, Relentleſs Heav'ns ! is then the Fate ol OY, 


Never to be Aton d? How ſacred ought kn 

Kings Lives be held, when but the Death of ß 
Diiemand«s an Empire's Blood for Expiation?ʒͥr 

But ſee! the furious mad Jocaſta s here. 


Scene draws, and diſcovers Jocaſta held by bow 8 and Plabl * 


i many places of her Boſom, ber Hair . ber Children . 


| flain upon the Bed. 


5 Was e ver ſuch a Sight of 0 much Horror, 
And pity, brought to view? 


Foc. Ah, cruel Women?! 
Will you not Jet me take my laſt Farewel 


Of thoſe dear Babes? O let me run and ſeal” 9 

My melting Soul upon their bubbling Wounds“ 
I' print upon their Coral Mouths ſuch Kiſſes, 

As ſhall recall their wandring Spirits Home. 

Let me go, let me 80, or 1 will tear you piece. meal. 

Help, Hæmon, help 

| Help, Oedipus; help, Gods; ; Tocaſta dy yes. 


Enter Olives above.” . „ 
Oed. I've found a Window, and I thank the Gods, 


eis quite unbarr'd: ſure by the diſtant naiſe, 
The height will fit my Fatal purpoſe well. 


Joc. What hoa, my Oedipus; ſee where he ſtands / 5 


His groping Ghoſt is lodg'd upon a Tow'r, & 
Nor can it find the Road: Mount, mount my Soul; 
In wrap thy ſhivering Spirit in Lambent Flames / and ſo 1 we! 1 fail : 
But ſee! we're landed on the happy Coalt ; = 
And all the Golden Stands are cover'd o'er 
With glorious Gods that come to try our Cauſe : 
Tove, Fove, whole Majeſty now ſinks me down, 
He who himſelf burns in unlawful Fires, Rn 
Shall judge, and ſhall acquit us. O, tis done; 
*Tis fixt by Fate, upon Record Divine : * 3 
And Oedipus ſhall be now ever mine. Dies. 


Oed. Speak, Hæmon; what has Fate be doing there? 


What dreadful Deed has mad Focaſta done 


Hem, The Queen her ſelf, and all your wretched of. wre, 


Are by her Fury ſlain. 


Oed. oy all 1 Wos, 


e 


And I ſhould envy her the ſad applauſe : 


i: OE DIF U. 
She has out. done me, in Revenge and Murder; ; 


But, Oh! my Children! Oh, what have they do ne? 
This was not like the Mercy of the Heay' ns, 


I o0o ſet her Madneſs on ſuch Cruelty: 
This ſtirs me more than all my Sufferings, 5 
By And with my laſt Breath I muſt call you cas 


Ham. What mean you, Sir? 
Oed. Focaſta! lo, I come. 


©, Lajus, Labdacus, and all you spirits a 
7 Of the C 'admeay Race, Prepare to meet me, 
All weeping rang 'd along the gloomy Shore; 
Extend your Arms t'embrace me; for I come; 
May all the Gods too from their Battlements | 
Behold and wonder at a Mortal's daring ; 


And, when I knock the Goal of dreadful Death, 
Shout and applaud me with a Clap of Thunder: 


Once more, thus wing'd by horrid Fate, 1 come 
Sywift as a falling Meteor; lo, Iflye, 
And thus 8⁰ downwards, to the darker Sky. 


Thunder. He flings lia ef from rhe Window. 5 


The Thebans gather about his B a 
- Hamon. O Prophet, Ocdipus is now no more! 


þ . ö 0 curs'd Effect of the moſt deep Deſpair ! 


Oed. Ceaſe your Complaints, and bear his Body hence: i 


The dreaful Sight will daunt the drooping Thebans, _ 
Whom Heay'n decrees to raiſe with Peace and Glory: 
et by theſe terrible Examples warn'd, 
The ſacred Fury that allarms the World. 
Let none, tho' ne er ſo Virtuous, Great, and High, 
Be jade d e bleſt before * 10 1 
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| | WI Sophocles could undertake alone, : 


om heavy will thoſe vulg ar Souls be found, 
Whom Two ſuch Engines cannot move from ground : 
hen Greece and Rome have ſmil d upon this 155 | 
Toa can but damn for one poor ſpot of Earth: 
End when your Children find your Tudament fath, ey 
= They'll ſcorn their Sires, and wiſh themſelves born Dutch ; REP 
Each hauzhty Poet will infer with eaſe, „„ 
How 8 his Mit muſt under-write to pleaſe. ©: . . 
As ſome ſtrong Churle would brandiſhing advance 3 
: The monumental Sword that conquer d France; 5: 
Ss pou by judging this, Jour Judgments teach 
Thus far you like, that is, thus far you reach. 
Since then the Vote of fail Two thouſand Tears 
Has Crow#'d this Plot, and all the Dead are theirs ; ; 
Think it a Deli you pay, not Alms you give, 
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Io praiſe his worth, they humbly doubt their own. 
Tet as weak States each others Pom'y aſſure, 
Weak Poets by Conjunction are ſecure, 
Their Treat is "nia your Pallats reliſh moſt, 
Charm! Song and Show! a Murder and a Ghoſt 
Me kuow not hat zou can deſire or hope, 
To pleaſe you more, but burning of a Pope. 
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Our Poets found a Work for more than One; 


And therefore Two lay tugg ing at the piece, 
With all their force, to draw the pondrous Maſs from Gree 
 Aweizht that bent even Seneca's ſtrong AI. uſe. 
And which Corneille's Shoulders did . e. 
So hard it is th Athenian Harp to ſtring 
Fo much Two Conſuls yield th one juſt King. 
Terror and Pity this whole Poem ſway ; 


Ihe mightieſt Machines that can mount a Play; ; 


And in our OWN defence, let this Play live, 
Think em not vain, when Sophocles is ſhown, 


FINIS. 
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